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A glimpse into the abyss, 2,000 nights in a homeless shelter...a series of carefully shaped vignettes on Hope and Doom 
Psalms of the sidewalk, tales from the avenue, talks and thoughts of poor folks, the unwashed, the unwanted, street preachers and the ones who listen... 
A series of reminiscences, vignettes, inspirational quotes and a few poems...Memories of days gone by and the people who formed them... 
author's note and introduction: How I came to write a book about the homeless... 
 
I was interested in studying the lives of others and what follows are stories I came upon while working at homeless shelters for nearly twenty years.  In 1985 I began volunteering at a north side Milwaukee shelter for single adults. I took a staff position a couple years later feeling that I could make a difference by serving others. I never planned to hang on for so long, but there I was many years later still handing out blankets and towels, doing laundry, making bag lunches and just listening to people talk about their lives. And I came to realize that by being a good, non-judgmental listener I was serving others. What follows are stories of being homeless, told in their voices, seemingly unrelated, but all with a common theme of people in crisis living with hope, many seeking redemption, with many more seeking to numb themselves to a reality much too difficult to deal with. Sadly, many people we served, were mentally ill and chronically homeless, living their lives the best way they could. 
     At first glance the book may appear unstructured and chaotic as the stories unfold. It is author's hope that readers keep an open mind and see this lack of design and order as an effort to honestly portray a group of people who defy easy explanation. This impression of discontinuity is an affect imposed by the author as the stories have been collected over a twenty year period. They are not meant to be a ringing reaffirmation of life or a collection of tales on the indomitable strength of the human spirit in the face of adversity, but the exact opposite. Instead they are a portrayal of what the coarse reality of poverty in concert with addictions and the lack of self discipline can do to damage one's spirit and how poverty, ignorance and injustice in the heart of an affluent society can dehumanize and deaden one's heart to the beauty and wonder of life. 

However, there are nuggets of beauty and wonder to be found among the many vignettes that follow.

Some of the stories take place in the South side family shelter which is located on the second floor and shares a common lobby on first floor where single adults stay. I worked there for eight years in the 1990's. Some of the stories take place at a north side singles shelter which did not have space for families and where I was at for almost ten years. Other stories are from my time at Red Cross overflow shelters usually opened in the middle of winter and located in church basements. Families and single adults sometimes stayed together in these shelters, all sleeping on basement floors and managing them at times could be extremely difficult. Most of the churches were located in downtown Milwaukee. And more than a few of the stories are testimonies from homeless who choose to live outside or of life on the street. All stories are true and names have been changed. This book is dedicated to my loving family and to the hundreds of people I've met over the last twenty plus years that had no home or place to go. Many of the hundreds have surrendered to circumstances yet many have decided to keep on keeping on and working with all of them has been a privilege. Sit back now, relax, and read these true stories of people with no place to call home... My story is intended mainly for the education and entertainment of young people so they can see and read how it was for the homeless in a time and place of much affluence. I hope it will not be ignored by adult men and women on that account as we have systematically ignored the problems they represent. We can solve the homeless problem if we dare to care and make the hard decisions that will involve redistributing some of our nation's many riches and through the simple act of sharing what we have with others we will have taken a giant step in creating a world that is better for all. 
 
I worked at various homeless shelters in Milwaukee from 1985-2001 and loved my job and the people I served. Much of the population we served had issues with substance abuse and a significant percentage had mental health issues and managing them could sometimes prove challenging. I worked as a house manager and was responsible for providing a safe and supportive environment until they could be seen by our professional staff, who were responsible for helping our guests resolve their homelessness. 
For the last six years of my job I worked a forty hour Saturday night through Monday morning shift, covering hours management had had a problem covering. During the winter months we traveled a circuit of church basements throughout downtown Milwaukee, closing down one shelter and reopening blocks away at another church in another basement. The guests did not complain and were for the most part grateful they had a warm place to lie down in. During all my years as a house manager I had several opportunities for advancement but chose to stay in my position working directly with the guests, felt like I had found my niche in life, making bag lunches, helping guests with laundry and listening to people tell their stories, many sad, some heart-warming and was able to devote much time to my family during the week. 
Change came as it inevitably does and with new management came new plans that directly impacted my scheduling forcing me to make a decision I had carefully avoided for many years. I resigned my position and began to look for work closer to home. 
Do I regret hanging on so long as a house manager at a homeless shelter? The human dignity and grace I was exposed to by our guests living under truly dire circumstances was awe-inspiring and touches me to this day and I can safely say: No regrets here. 
 
chapter 1 
 
Raymond Gloss, he of the hollow, ancient eyes. Talks about disappointments in life while standing and waiting for a city bus to pick him up and deliver him to Sunday services at a church he has adopted as his own. "The hammer shatters glass and forges steel." His eyes are green and hollow and ancient and clear. It is Sunday morning and he is waiting for the bus and explaining why things are the way they are. "I didn't mean to be here but I am," he states after I interrupt a conversion he is having with himself on the corner of 2nd and Greenfield, in the shadow of Allen-Bradley. Off to church, then a buzz, back for lunch, then a nap, then wait and do it all over again. Amen. Left shelter a few days after turning 65 for family emergency in Kansas City. Never saw a case manager while staying at shelter, slipped through the cracks so to speak. Wasn't the first time and won't be the last. 
 
Lou is back for 7th time in 6 years, said she's been staying in Madison. An elderly woman who has lived in shelters and on the streets for most of the last twenty years. Her mental illness keeps her on the move, does not want to be tricked by Lucifer into doing something she doesn't want to. And she knows Lucifer is everywhere in the guise of social workers, house managers and fellow street people. Keep on moving is Lou's strategy and don't look back, don't ever look back. Because if you look back, they'll be gaining on you and the race is not won by the swiftest, but instead by the one who steadily keeps moving forward unafraid of Satan and his demon angels who are everywhere. 
 
The story of three beatings, make that four. Steve tells me how three Mexicans tied him to chair and dealt him a severe beating. Why? Because they felt like it. 44-y-old Richard tells of how a group of blacks beat him when he walked by their house on 3rd and Mitchell yesterday. He has a series of scabs, scars and welts over his upper body. "To make matters worse the same group of men beat me up this morning. I thought as far as I was concerned it was over but they felt differently and beat my ass again." He shakes as he tells story, then excuses himself to get a 40 ouncer.  
Freddie wakes up screaming last night. He'd come here from VA hospital. He went there after suffering a beating in his own home two nights ago. When he got to his house he discovered it had been turned into a crack house. Four men had taken up residence. Three of these men beat him up as soon as he got home; the fourth man directed the beating. 
Was also pistol whipped. 
He admits to smoking crack cocaine daily. 
Richard reflects on beating he received yesterday as he softly whimpers out the details. A group of men he had perceived as friends delivered the beating after Richard related to them the fact that he didn't have the money for the drugs he had smoked on credit. The beating was professionally handled and took less than one minute, left Richard in a saddened and contrite condition and mostly sorry that he survived. These stories were told to me over a 2 hour period on the last Sunday in August on a beautiful and hot summer afternoon. Steve sleeps in a port a potty. Richard is camping out. Freddie will sleep in shelter. 
 
She was in Wisconsin because of Greyhound Therapy provided by a neighboring state. You simply placed your severely mentally ill on a bus and shipped them to a large city in nearby state.  A state of Illinois psychiatrist practiced this therapy during the 1970's until he was found out. Now the therapy was practiced but only so often and only with the most difficult of patients.  Sandra Coy fit the bill as she was an apostle of drugs and insanity, on the road spreading her message of free love and STD's. How much will it cost me if it's free? The answer was usually found at a clinic. 
 
Donna tells story of how Juan busted her in head then began beating her. It happened downtown and she doesn't know why. Juan could be mean when he was drinking and this wasn't the first time he'd hit her in anger. Hummed Fernando as he struck out at Donna, and his humming got louder as the beating went on. 
Juan wanted loving and Donna was tired, only wished to sleep. Juan perceived her disinterest to his overtures as a personal affront and decided Donna must pay the price. The beating began with one punch to the side of the head, followed by numerous hits to her lower body beginning at her neck and moving downward. Donna whimpered a little but did not want to display her pain to Juan, figured it would only enrage him. She figured wrong as Juan felt Donna was not appreciative enough of his rescue of her from the shelter and the beating continued until he was exhausted. Donna had this to say: "It's funny that a man who has twenty thousand in the bank comes by a shelter and picks me up on a bicycle. I guess that concerns me more than the beating." Juan fell asleep after forcing Donna to have sex with him. It was the only way he knew: beat them then love them. He had been brought up the same way. Donna only deserved his love after he beat her. Amen. 
 
Phone rings at 2:10 a.m., a woman looking for shelter. "My husband sold my wedding ring and went to play bingo. Last night he made love to me then told me I was ugly. He's not hitting me because I'm bigger than him and he knows I'll hit back. I'm taking medication for my nerves, have a mental illness from the Navy. My husband is mentally retarded and refuses to go to counseling." Peggy is distressed, has been on phone last hour looking for help and got shelter number from crisis hotline. "One person told me to just ignore him for the night. We've been married for six years and I tried that strategy before. I'm a disabled veteran and can get help at VA if only I had a way out there. The best thing for me to do is take a bath, relax, read my bible and ignore him when he comes home from bingo. I know he lost all his money at bingo, all the money I gave him from sale of my wedding ring. I'll call my doctor in the morning and get out to VA somehow and everything will be alright. Thank you for listening to me. I'll call the police if he tries anything funny." she says before hanging up. Shelter was full but we give good phone.
He had lived with the sense that the good times in his life were over, had passed and never would return. He knew his world had broken into pieces yet was unable to do anything about it, felt frozen in his inability to change things for the better. He was on a long downward slide with no way to stop. The only thing that worked was drink and drinking was what he did best. Pour yourself another he told himself as he poked at the ashes in the campfire. Another drink will make all your hurt go away, and bring along with it the comfort of sleep. "You know what I miss more than anything? It's the love of life, the sense of waking up in the morning and thinking there may be good things ready to happen. Now I wake up and my focus is on where and what will I drink today. Let me tell you, it's disheartening and sad but it is real and I'm living it." 
Benny 
 
Murphy was acting strange, attributed his being a little off to a head wound he had suffered in a gun battle over gang turf. Spent two months in hospital and when released came to the shelter as he'd lost his housing when hospitalized. Murphy was certain his enemies were trying to kill him and slept badly in shelter, lay awake at night wondering how he'd gotten into present predicament. He was on constant alert, jumped when door would slam. He disappeared one three nights after admission and was thought to have gone to Chicago to hide out from his enemies. 
 
Watching over them from basement stage, seeing them sleep, hearing them snore or call out in dreams, they all looked like little boys, children. Men, many past their prime, lay in the darkness. Sad, tender feelings. They had all been boys at one time; all had mothers who cared for them. Now I was their mother, I was the one who was protecting them. Suddenly Michael grabbed the mop wringer and started swinging, brought it down on Gerald's head. Gerald's body went into convulsions while men around him stirred. Michael dropped the metal mop wringer, grabbed his coat and went up the steps out of the basement into the winter night. It all happened so fast it seemed like a dream. Was it a dream? Was I sleeping when I should have been awake protecting the group? 

 Overflow shelter in basement of Shalom, 17th and Walnut, the winter of many plaid coats with fur hoods 
 
As a nation we find ourselves in a moral crisis. We have become the wealthiest, most powerful people on Earth. Collectively, our souls have paid a high price in attaining this position. We have come to accept the unacceptable: the exploitation of natural resources for militarization, preemptive war, torture, slaughter of innocents, and the destruction of social fabric of whole nations. We are living a lifestyle that demands war and distracts from our true calling of loving and caring for one another. Our path to redemption lies in the repudiation of domination and embracing daily service to the vulnerable. 
Catholic Worker 
 
Melinda said, "My feet are so tired, I am so tired." She had walked all day, stopped by church in the morning, then spent part of the afternoon at the library. "I could have thrown myself in front of a moving bus; that would have been the easy thing to do," she said. We tried to keep her talking when she slipped into silence. Then: 
"You make me feel devalued."
"I'm sorry. That was certainly not my intention." 
"Are you a nurse?"
"No, but I can get you one." 
"If you're not a nurse then what are you?" 
"A house manager. How can I help you? I want you to know you are valued. I want to make you smile."
"Oh, you want to entertain me?"
"No, just smile. People are much easier to manage when they smile."
"You're trying to provoke me?" 
"Only to smile, only to smile." Was pulled from church shelter and given a bed at Hope House the next morning.
The growth of wisdom may be measured exactly by the diminution of ill temper.

Nietzsche 
The young boy came to the front door of shelter and pounded on door until he was buzzed in. "I need to call 911," he cried out upon entry. "My uncle is beating up my aunt." He was shaking, had spots of aunt's blood on him. While he waited for police we gave him some ice cream which he devoured.’ I aint never seen anything like this before," he said out loud to nobody, to everybody. "My uncle was using a spindle from stairway and was beating her to a bloody pulp. Why don't the police get here so we can go over and stop him?"
This damaged boy
had been damaged some more. 
He ate the ice cream, 
and then went through the door
Ran home when he saw the two police cruisers in front of his house. 
Story of 11-y-old Brian 
 
In the end, the choice you make makes you.
John Wooden 
 
Lisa slams the towel into the laundry bag. "For the record," she says as she turns and walks away. Another example of the many shelter rules, this one being the towel list. In shelter, towels disappeared, sometimes dozens in a day. Guests then had to sign out towels and have them marked off when they were returned. 
 
He told me the story late one night while every other guest was sleeping of how cows cried as they wait in line for the end to come. "I've seen the tears with my own eyes and have cried right along with them more than once," Chris said. He described in detail how cows would weep as they waited their turn to die, how tears would flow freely as they waited for metal bolt to be sent into their brains. "I can't believe a civilized society would go to those ends to provide nourishment for themselves. It just doesn't make any sense to me. Yes, I'm a vegan as a result of seeing all this and I'd wager there would be a lot more of us if others had similar experiences." 
When it was all said and done he had to agree with the vegan philosophy, that is, right up to the minute a grilled bratwurst was set down in front of him. 
 
What you see here in the shelter day in and day out is the unfailing human capacity for hope, the redoubtable human spirit. On the flip side you see much despair, people who have been beaten down by life and given up. The paradox is you can see both qualities in the same person, on the same day at different times. I'll never figure it out, have given up trying. Oops, there I go again. I am the paradox...I am the walrus. 
 
Rita explains why she has gotten and lost three jobs during three weeks she has stayed at shelter. "It's just in my makeup. Don't tell me what to do and I won't tell you what to do. If only my supervisors would understand this." "Isn't a supervisor supposed to tell you what to do?" "Not in my eyes. That's why there is always a problem. I guess I have no talent when it comes to taking supervision." 
"I'm looking for forgiveness and understanding. Do you have any available? If not I'd settle for chump change. Not that I know you have. Now I'd like to thank you all for coming on behalf of the Manhattan Institute."
Benny, and his panhandling spiel, holding sign that reads Homeless, Wandering, and Anything Helps 
He was a good peon, prided himself on that fact and knew he could have a job because there was nothing he could or would not do if needed. And the time of need was soon to arise. It had been all easy street until the Social Security administration denied him his benefits. Now he must act as his future hung in the balance because as far as he was concerned it did. 
 
Taken as a whole these seemingly unrelated stories take on a narrative clarity. Open your mind, sit back, relax and read... 
 
Kindness, compassion, respect, well-being are what we strive for here in shelter... 
 
They sat together drinking in silence and defeat, their lives in full decline. "How did she like the flowers you gave her?" Benny asked. "She liked them I guess, put them in a pot and let them die, and then poured gasoline on them, put them outside for a week, and then had them delivered to me at work with a little note." "What did it say?" "Thank you. Like I said I guess she liked them." 
 
"I'm talking plantation economy. Read history, man, read. How do you think this country got so wealthy? By the sweat and toil of our ancestors. Read, educate yourself. Ever hear of Adam Smith? He wrote that Columbus found a wooded, uncultivated land inhabited by naked and miserable savages when he arrived in the New World. Read the history of Haiti and its all there, slave revolts, ruling elite takes power from France, how U.S. Navy has invaded over twenty times to protect American lives and property. It's all there and much of it is true. History has been rewritten and revised but there are nuggets of truth to be found if you look and study. Get your mind off smoking rock and playing with the party girls and read some history."
Johnny talking to young blood Carl 
 
He sat on the ground in the corner and watched the light of sunset fade on the side of his tent, thought of how his life was in a slow fade, his dreams gone but not forgotten. He wanted to be someplace warm; he wanted to be young again. Life had taken a strange turn when he'd gotten ill and he hadn't come to terms with that basic fact yet, didn't know if ever would. He vowed to himself, however, he would be like Anne Frank and not think of all the misery, but instead of all the beauty that remains. The night slowly passed. The sun finally rose and Don watched the sky brighten, the beginning of another day. He got out from under his blankets, and newspapers and cardboard and said a quick prayer of thanks for another day. He straightened up his site, made sure his campfire ashes were out and took a long pull off his forty ounce bottle of beer he had saved for just this moment. The beer took the emptiness way, this was going to be another beautiful day he told himself. The morning mist cast a ghostly shroud over the factories and warehouses in the valley in the distance. He had decided no fire today as he'd heard police were cracking down on campers. He'd walk the three blocks to McDonald's for his morning coffee, maybe then go to St. James for meal program if he had the time. His day was in front of him and it was his time, all his time. A complete feeling of freedom settled over him as he stirred in the increasing light of morning. One thing he planned on doing was completing the drawing of Joan of Arc he promised the shelter worker. Maybe his time out would then be lifted and he'd have a place to clean up and a soft place to sleep. Maybe he'd beg and get enough to buy a lottery ticket, and then wait to see if he was a millionaire. Maybe this would be his day, maybe not though. He was sick and knew it, knew the disease was life itself. Years earlier he had a home, a wife that loved him and a family who cared. Now he had none of this, only an illegal camp in the valley. It's hard out here for a pimp he thought then reminded himself he was free and not a wage ape, not like the rest of them. Pulling the forty to his lips he drank deeply, calming himself while putting the comparative exercise to sleep and thought of the wondrous words of Henry David Thoreau: "I love a broad margin to my life. Sometimes, in a summer morning, having taken my accustomed bath, I sat in my sunny doorway from sunrise till noon, rapt in revelry." He felt the rapt revelry Thoreau had written about nearly 150 years ago and it was good. It was all good. Yes, it was hard out here for a pimp but he would have it no other way. He would uncover the secrets held by the bottle if it was the last thing he ever would do.
 
The culture of drink endures because it offers so many rewards: confidence for the shy, clarity for the uncertain, solace to the wounded and lonely, and above all, the elusive promises of friendship and love.
Pete Hamill
Nick sought the elusive promise of friendship at every bar he sat at, wanted to feel a part of something bigger than himself.  He ached to belong, wanted badly to participate in anything as long as he was a part of it.  When he bought rounds at the bar he had many friends and when he was unable to he found these same friendships lacking.  Nick knew people tended to like him more when he bought them drinks so he concentrated on ways to have money to accomplish the buying.  Some people rubbed him the wrong way after he'd bought them drinks and Nick wrote them off, made a mental note to avoid them and not to ever buy them another drink. Once you made Nick's shit list there was nothing you could do to redeem yourself except, of course, by buying Nick a drink.   If one was to repeatably buy Nick drinks one might return to his good graces but it all depended what type of mood Nick was in and whether or not he felt gracious at that moment. Nick's impression of discontinuity was something all those around him had to live with. Take it or leave it, if your path intersected with Nick's you were forced to take him on his terms whatever those terms proved to be.
Admission time at 6:30 each night was especially frantic with up to 100 people lined up for a warm spot. A bleak and raw November evening...  
   
 It was all he could do to get up from the cot and make his way to restroom two flights below. If only he had a bottle to relieve himself in he could spare himself the difficult trek downstairs to use the facilities. Other guests did it and dormitory already smelled of urine along with having a bad dairy odor. He walked past Sarge who was sitting at desk at landing at top of stairs and grunted a greeting, asked if he'd heard a final on Brewers score. Sarge was napping but woke and reported he didn't have a final score, then closed his eyes and went back to dreamland. He'd have coffee in the morning with Sarge and they could talk baseball like every other summer morning, check out box scores to see how their players had done day before. This shelter life was a dull life but it did have its little rewards Billie told himself. He'd stop in office where Mike would be typing away; recording the stories he had heard over the course of the evening. He would smoke a cigarette and listen to Manny Maudlin talk the blues before going off to bed for the rest of the night. Billie Biggs loved the Brewers, loved the blues, and loved this life he had chosen. 
 
Feed the hungry, give drink to the thirsty, clothe the naked, shelter the homeless, bury the dead. Do this and thou shall live. 
Jesus 
 
Failure as a way of life is what George had chosen. It was his son's birthday today and he didn't even know it. There were more important things to deal with like where he was to get high this morning. He thought of drug house by shelter but knew he was not welcome there. Where to go, where does one go on this beautiful fall day? His son was 14 but he had forgotten. The pipe was to blame as it was to blame for everything wrong with his life. He was proud of his humility and would be ok with life if he maintained his easy access to crack. 
 
He would spend his days at Central Library writing letters to world leaders pleading for world peace and offering advice. One of his first memories was of his mother sending Christmas cards to President Kennedy, Fidel Castro and Khrushchev and he felt close to his mother as he wrote. Today I will fast for world and inner peace he told himself. Also told himself his fast had nothing to do with Sully threatening to kick his ass if he showed up at St. Ben's meal program. 

...now that my ladders gone
I must lie down where all the ladders start
In the foul rag and bone shop of my heart. 
Yeats
"Nothing can stay the same forever.  It has always been that way and always will be.  Now pass me the motherf------- pipe, my motherf------ ni----."
 
Imagine only having contact with people who feel sorry for you or people who are paid to have contact with you. Image living that kind of life and you will know what my life is like. Imagine now what it would be like to live with the fear that any one of the persons sleeping in same dormitory as you might be a predator wanting nothing more than to take advantage of you. That is another reality I live with. But you wanna know something? I wouldn't have it any other way. I live to be served by strangers. Now that might sound strange, but it is me.
Charles 
 
There is no unemployment on the land.
Peter Maurin
On the Cross at Calvary
Christ gave His life to redeem the world,
The life of Christ was a life of sacrifice.
We cannot imitate the sacrifice of Christ on Calvary
by trying to get all we can.
We can only imitate the sacrifice of Christ on Calvary
by trying to give all we can.
What we give to the poor for Christ's sake
is what we carry with us
when we die.
Peter Maurin
Michael was a panhandler although he preferred being called a beggar, thought his chosen calling was simply the work of God. He was a practicing Buddhist when the practice put him at an advantage and thought of himself as a holy monk who served as a conduit to a higher awareness. It was he who gave others the opportunity to serve their God by giving money to him. To most this had scam written all over it but Michael knew better and would explain his belief to any and all who would take the time to listen. Michael reveled in his holiness and used this holiness to get close to the working nurse at the clinic and then later threatened to sue the clinic for sexual misconduct. The scam man cometh in the guise of a beggar… He would wake each day with nothing to do and go to bed at night with half of it done. "It's hard out here for a pimp," he thought to himself as he lay in the nurse's bed waiting for the start of another day. I stink, therefore I am, he told himself as he caught a whiff of his aroma while rearranging his lounging naked body. Nearby, the nurse stirred, moving her arms as if to fend off an attack. Who could tell what was haunting her dreams, or why she flailed around while she slept. Outside the wind rustled the branches. I think I'll stay in bed all day, practice the vow of silence, Michael told himself in his inner ongoing dialogue. He felt the strange stirring in his stomach, the same feeling he had when it was time to gorge on the sexual excess he had come to expect with his angel of the clinic. He would fulfill those urges first as he felt the need to bust a nut. Yes, it is a hard life he had chosen for himself and, yes, it was hard out here for a pimp, especially so if you were a holy man pimp. 
 
"How beautiful, if sorrow had not made Sorrow more beautiful than Beauty's self."
Keats 
 
"The words have to roll off the tongue for me. If they don't sound fluid or graceful I don't want anything to do with them. That's just the way I am, just the way I write. For instance, today is the beginning of Lent. Now Lent means spring, the word is derived from old English. And I'm not making this up. Now pass me the pipe, motherf-----. My n-----, my motherf------ n-----.”
Reggie
Buddy, stay off of that wine,
 although it makes you feel mighty fine...

If you don't want to recline

in that box of pine

Buddy stay off of that wine.

Betty Hall Jones

 

"A problem is full of possibilities. You're looking at this like a lawyer. They are experts on the dissolution of human relationships. You have to come at this in a whole other fashion and you can start by getting off the pipe. That's rule number one: No more pipe smoking. It's as easy as that." His was a destructive life filled with ill choices and Reggie was quick to point out the faults in others. It was hard out here for a pimp and Reggie was living proof. 
 
Love begins at home, and every one should try to make sure that deep family love abides in his or her home. Only when love abides at home can we share it with our next-door neighbor. Then it will show forth and you will be able to say to them, "Yes, love is here." And then you will be able to share it with everyone around you.
Mother Teresa 
 
He would sit in the park down by the river dam and write the songs. Many were spiritual in nature, others were about women he had known. All were destined to be hits. Sometimes he'd write one in a half hour, the words flowing easily from his pen as the nearby water provided comfortable soothing background music to his ears. Others he would work on for hours, crafting them just so as to get the right word, the right feeling. He had more time than anything so he worked on his songs and his recovery, making memories rhyme. Donnie wrote the songs while he was homeless and would sing them in a heartbreaking manner. They were songs from his life, his pain, and he was willing to share them with the world. The one he felt the most was the one he wrote about Pam, called her Laura in the song. Pam was gone but he could have her back whenever he wanted he told himself and anyone who asked. He had done her wrong but that was all in the past, all forgotten. He would move to where she had gone when they split. She would take him back just as she always had.  His had been a hard life.  He was done with the pipe and smoking that shit.  All it ever brought was pain and he knew it was high time for it to end.  He was through with being angry too.  A new chapter was about to begin and he felt ready. But always his mind would return to rock and the feeling it gave him.  He realized he was powerless when it came to rock, knew there was only One who could save him from the insatiable desire for rock. He longed for Pam's warmth, holding him in the early morning hours, wanted it as badly as he wanted the pipe.
 
"It is what it is and I can't dwell on it. It would consume me if I did and is consuming while I live." 
Nate, the candy man and victim of biologically based brain disorder plus a damaged brain as the result of a beating he took like a man without hardly a whimper. 
 
Tony sat in front of bank in the cold December sunlight smoking his cigarette and engaging anyone who happened to walk by. He asked me if I wanted a cigarette; I declined because I knew what was coming next. "Could use some chump change if you know what I mean," he asked. "Father Carr said I can't come back until January, spent October and November living in his shelter and he doesn't want to help me anymore, at least not until January. I slept outside last night and I'll do it again tonight. Should I call Father I asked. "Wouldn't do any good. That man has it in for me and when he says no he means it." Ten days to Christmas I think as I slip Tony a five. "Thanks bro," he says. "I'll put the word out for you with my boys in Chicago. You know, it's hard out here for a pimp. Nobody's ever worked harder than me to make it happen and if you want to know something, it just ain't happening.  I'd like some of that green, you know what I mean, but it just has stopped coming my way.  I ain't no chump but everybody seems to want to play me that way.  I ain't no bitch either and some want to play me that way, but them someone’s got a surprise coming.  My boys from Chicago, Mr. T. and the whole posse will be here to deal out the pain to thems that done me wrong.  You mark my words, bitch; the pain is coming and could arrive here any minute.  When them boyz from the hood gather up their horses it's T-time as in Tony time and them bitches who done me wrong will pay at the altar in spades.  Now I must be moving on, have to see how the party girls are doing.  You hang in there trick, you motherf--------know what I'm talking about." 
 
Pedro and Lino are both from Cuba, hook up in shelter and go to temp services together, work together at same job if possible, drink together after being paid. A real bond develops during two weeks they are in shelter until one day Lino disappears. "I've heard he went back to his sister's house," Pedro says. Lino reappears six months later again looking for shelter, states he has been in jail. 
 
Silence is a good friend, loud talker told himself. There was just so much he could take from other people and he found being alone with his thoughts his most pleasant times. No one to bother or hassle him. Life was good when he was alone. Other people brought problems he had learned. Other people weren't necessary. 
 
Little Barefoot Charlie is a cipher, an empty vessel. Everyone reads a different story into him and his life. 
Tammi liked the church floors, liked moving her sleeping arrangements every week, held a job at Koss, goes to work five mornings a week. Tammi thinks of Little Barefoot Charlie as a fetal alcohol child, thinks she could help him if she had the chance."We must share our good fortune with children and those in need. My message is as clear as light. Each person decides if Little Barefoot Charlie is worth their compassion, their pity. Some think it is important to bake cookies or buy soap for the homeless. The important thing is that you do something. And you know what I'm going to do right now...I'm buying a bottle and having a drink." Grim life, grim answer. Tammi smiles slyly. "I'll be your home girl if you'll be mine." 
 She felt as if she was returning to her psychological dungeon and was readying herself for the proverbial shit hammer to hit hard.  But now all she wanted was a little loving to go along with her oncoming buzz.  She wanted to be held by strong arms, wanted the pain of everyday life to dissipate and go away completely.  Was that to much to ask for?  She could give loving as well as receive loving. Would this retreat into oblivion result in anything more than a night being held tightly by a man of her choice, a man who could answer her physical needs. It's hard out here for a trick she told herself knowing too well she was living in a hole that she'd dug with selfish choices.  Maybe Jesus was the answer she told herself just as the man began his approach to greet her and see if she was available. "Hey, baby. What do you say?" he asked, a smile on his face.   Jesus would have to wait, the pleasant buzz was beginning and she was ready for her performance.  Jesus would wait once again for Tammie as she smiled right back, "What it is, my man.  Do you feel like a party?"   His smile grew wider; he had scored with the little girl known as Tammie. "I am ready to party.  I have the rock we can start the party with too."
 
"I would like to make things right again with those I love." 
Charles Benetto 
 
Satisfaction can turn into satiety. A person can start out aiming to be righteous and end up self-righteous. We walk around quite pleased with ourselves, we run the risk of thinking we're God's gift to humanity...But that's the worst sin possible: the sin of pride. 
Dorothy Day 
 
 
chapter 2
 
He cried like a baby when he lost his knit mittens, the pair he had owned and used to keep his hands warm for most of this last winter. There was nothing really special about the dark blue mittens but he had grown fond of them because he'd owned them for such a relatively long time. Free mittens were plentiful around the shelter which received them in large quantities from church groups and their knitting circles. It felt good to cry and he felt much comfort in his sadness. He had bruised his life with alcohol and he thought of the sadness as a cushion for the soul. Yes he was damaged, but he reveled in his disarray, knew no other way to live, and was only waiting for it all to end. "Come to me, all you who labor and are burdened, and I will give you rest," were words he took comfort in. Jesus was speaking to him when he spoke those words. 
He would go to church picnic and beg for beer as it was plentiful there. He knew he would get a free buzz, and a free buzz was the best buzz. He could go around and drink from cups left behind by joyous parishioners or just ask for some. Church picnics had always been a favorite of his. A Catholic who is drinking is a generous Catholic he thought and it would be his good fortune that he'd meet many generous Catholics that afternoon at the picnic. He knew deep down that beer, not unlike information, wanted to be free.
 
James comes to office, needs to use the phone, and says it is an emergency. He needs to call his girlfriend who is living in drug house with their three month old son. James wants to warn her to get out; police are on the way and will soon be there. He claims he called police earlier today and narked out the house and police plan on raiding there this evening. "She has a warrant on her in Illinois and has already had four children taken from her because she is an unfit parent. Traces of cocaine were found in our son when he was born." James is antsy, in turmoil about situation he finds himself in, rubs his head wondering if he should warn her and what will happen to their son if he doesn't. "She told me she could save money by living there. Who is she fooling other than herself?" A few weeks later James is banned from shelter after striking an admission worker who'd turned his back on him. 
He had been a student of great promise, now he was a student of the pipe...another crack casualty, living in a shelter and always looking for a way to the pipe and the solace and comfort it offered. Nothing else mattered, nothing but the pipe which to him was the way to understand the beauty and wonder of this life.
All things are possible to him that believes.
Mark 9:23
He felt consumed by dread, knew it was not real, yet still felt it.  He tried to wish it away, told himself he was in control, but was never quite able.  It is hard out here for a pimp he told himself often because it was. Once again he had to remind himself that whatever he chose to focus on would expand, and expand it did. "Get the f… away from me!" he heard from the sidewalk and turned to see who it was speaking to him.  His dead father, now wasn't that strange.  He looked straight at that the hallucination and countered, "I'll go when I'm ready and not until then."  He felt self-conscious talking to a hallucination, talking to something only he could see.  Besides, he couldn't understand how his dead father, who he loved and worshiped, would talk that way to him.  Don't focus on it, any of it, he told himself.  He calmed himself with heavy deep breathing and was again ready to go about his day.  A little chump change would buy the buzz he so desired so he started the panhandling again.
"What in the hell were you thinking about?"
 was how he began every letter of complaint he wrote and he wrote many.  It was his ways of breaking the ice so to speak, of letting people know he was serious.  It helped them understand he was complaining and wanted his wrong to be righted and got right to the crux of the matter.
 

Bruised by alcohol and permanently damaged by the pipe. The pipe will set you free; the pipe can heal if that is what you seek, if that is what you need. He had chosen the pipe or had it chosen him. Either way he was doomed and knew it.
Smiley waits at top of basement steps, peaks out the door. What will this day have in store for him he wonders? Behind him in basement 75 men go about the beginnings of their day. What will this day hold for them? Smiley smiles broadly as he sees yellow bus roll up outside in front of church. "Bus here," he announces softly as he buttons up against the cold. Men begin to line up on steps and Smiley opens door and leads way out into the cold of another day. It is 7 a.m. and bus will take them down to meal program on the avenue. 
Twenty years later he sees Smiley on the avenue, yells out a greeting to him. Smiley is in a hurry, has the 23 to catch but stops to smile and wave before he continues towards bus stop. Twenty years...think of that. From basement to avenue... 
Recently discharged from hospital psyche ward he was on his own again, on the streets again, where does he go from here? There are meal programs for his stomach, mental health clinics for his mind, no lack of help if he seeks it. I'll guess I'll just start walking and see where my feet take me he tells himself as he begins trudging up the avenue. A slight drizzle falls and he knows he will be soaked if he stays outside long. The library is open and just blocks away. Maybe he'll read for awhile and hope this weather system blows over. Its hell being homeless in November he thinks, hell being homeless any month of the year. Especially November. A November rain is the coldest rain of them all, chilled one's bones and left one feeling colder than ice. He thought of the homeless man he had read about who had been doused with gasoline, then set ablaze and died as a result of fire and he was willing in that moment to change places with the man if only it would bring warmth.
The road is better than the inn.
Cervantes
He'd heard the rap hundreds of times. The scam was getting high, then getting a place to stay which was warm and safe. Hundreds of times, hundreds of excuses. Almost had you losing faith in the human race and if you let it get to you, it really could. All around him was decay and debris. What a life, what a job. He needed some coffee, went to the kitchen a started brewing a full pot. It would be finished by end of shift if this night proved to be like all the others had been. He loved to do coffee, type, and listen to the stories before transferring them to paper in his disjointed composition.
The front sign of the sandwich board read:  WILL WORK FOR FOOD-CANCEL WORLD DEBT while the back said: THIS IS WHAT DEMOCRACY LOOKS LIKE. The search for the white buffalo was put on hold for that afternoon while Vincent paraded up and down the avenue wearing his sign, dreaming his dreams. Later he would change signs to protest the killing of bison to eradicate brucellosis which caused spontaneous abortion by domestic livestock. Vincent knew there had never been a proven case of free-ranging bison infecting cattle, knew that bison didn't act like game animals and just stood there while they were shot. What if the white buffalo was shot by a hunter, Vincent asked himself in an inner dialogue. All his hopes to see white buffalo would vanish and the world would put itself at great risk. All in a day's work Vincent told himself, all in a day's work.
"I like it sour. I like the way you move." She got up from her bar stool, excused herself, and made her way to the restroom. "I've got business to attend to but I'll be right back." 
Gladys
The only preaching or wisdom he needed to hear was from Bill the bar owner, who cut onions Sunday morning while pontificating on current events and people of the neighborhood. Bill would clean the bar before 6 a.m., unlock the doors at 6 sharp, and start in on a 50 lb. sack of onions, the whole time waiting on early a.m. customers while sharing his opinions with whoever would listen. He'd finish up on the 50 lb. sack and hour or so later, enough hot dog onions to take him through Thursday. "We sell a lot with the works," Bill said. The hardest working man in the neighborhood with the hardest opinions. A respected man, and that is the way he wanted it. 
Vanity, all is vanity.
Ecclesiastes 
He wanted the buzz, lived for it, and could hardly wait for it to magically appear between his ears, somewhere near the center of his head. The buzz would linger, caressing his worries, until they disappeared.  There was nothing he could compare to the buzz.  It was nirvana, plain and simple.  

It was to be another day, just like many others. He would rise and go off in search of a buzz. He would find the buzz and then the rest of the day would be dictated to him depending on the depth and charm of the buzz. But the first order of the day was locating the buzz...maybe he would find it down in the valley with a group of cohorts he fell into years ago when they all worked at Badger Advertising. Possibly he could find the buzz at the morning meal program where he went daily. He might hook up with one of his old buds from the street. Find the buzz, then the rest of the day would fall in place. He lived that way for years, figured he had set his priorities right. In search of the lost buzz...all he was waiting for was the end anyways and he had heard it was coming in December of 2012, something about the Mayan calendar calling for the world to end December 21, 2012.  It was all about him and forever and forever would reach its' end in a few years.  He was dead certain of that, just as he was certain of his choice to go out in flames rather than to rust away.
 
In order for love to be genuine, it has to be above all a love for my neighbor. Love for my neighbor will lead me to true love for God.
Mother Teresa 
This volcano is only the harbinger of what is coming.  I like to refer to it as the shit hammer over the horizon.  Its gonna to land on all of our heads.  I dislike being the bearer of ill news but there you have it.  The shit hammer cometh and there is nothing to do except prayer.  Pray to your Gods and plead for their mercy.
Fond du Lac Avenue was main route through city for the Underground Railroad. They teach our children about George Washington and Thomas Jefferson but never mention Joshua Glover, who in 1852 fled Missouri and went through Milwaukee on his way to freedom. Our children should be learning about the Joshua Glover's and what they went through. 
Street preacher 
He sat in the slanting sunshine of a perfect summer late afternoon and thought back in regret on his family. He'd given up so much in choosing this life, if only there was someway he could turn back time. He took a long pull off the 40, finished it and set it down beside the park bench he occupied. Memories were all that were left he thought, memories and regret. He thought of his life as a long preparation for death, reminded himself that both his mother and father were already in their graves in their 30's, told himself once again he had outlived his usefulness. Another long drink, then he went into a nod; his preoccupation with death turned to mist and disappeared along with his consciousness.
Nothing is written.
Lawrence of Arabia
"Time is kind. It dulls harsh memories and brightens warm ones. You'll know what I'm talking about when you get to me my age. Pass the bottle, will ya? I'm always thirsty, you know." Ray took a long drink then sighed, "I'll be heading out to Kansas City. Nobody here cares about me anyways. I am on my own just like I always have been." 
The only people who cared about Ray were those paid to care and somehow Ray had slipped through the cracks and nobody was managing his case. 
These are the good old days.
Ray Gloss 
In the lives of individuals and of peoples, too, the worst conflicts are those that break out between those that are persecuted. 
Amos Oz

Case in point: Aaron could not wait to tell staff that Bob had been stealing from the food pantry and selling his goods down on Mitchell St. He had used this tattle strategy in jail and though it earned him a serious beat down it did have its advantages. He was given special treatment on more than one occasion and he enjoyed the cachet of being known as having an in with those who wielded power. Aaron learned early the truth behind the old adage: it was not what you knew, but rather who you knew. And if one could earn a cookie for telling on others. There were plenty of good reasons for narking out your fellow guests, plenty of good reasons for trading in information to the man.
6:30 p.m. lining up for admission. Over 100 human beings milling about in the cold, waiting for the doors to open, waiting to be inside the warmth. Smiley waits towards the back, doesn't like to be in middle of all the humanity and commotion of admission. It sure would be nice if there was someone to wait with, someone like Molly Brown, a childhood friend. In fact Molly had been his first girlfriend, the first girl he kissed. They grew up together on 8th street near North Ave. They would walk to school and he would hold her hand on walks home. Now Molly was only a memory from childhood. 
Work is play for mortal stakes.
Robert Frost, author of "Out, Out". 
It was below zero for over a week now and he knew the cold would soon break, knew the promise of spring was only weeks away. A mild January had been followed by a bitter cold start to February but extended forecast called for return to milder temperatures. It wouldn't be long now and he'd be searching for a good site to set up camp for spring. He couldn't wait to be away from the shelter and all its activity. No more dormitories where some nights the snoring kept him awake all night. He knew and needed the freedom of the outdoors, away from other people. This he knew if he knew anything. Nothing like fresh air to do a man right.
Let us place ourselves completely under the influence of Jesus, so that he may think through our spirit and work through our hands. We can do everything if his strength is in us. 
Mother Teresa
He walked down the street singing songs of his homeland, singing songs and melodies of his childhood. He carried a knapsack as he made his way up to the meal program. There he would take care of his hunger if nothing else. The songs were the soundtrack of his life and he wanted to share them with others. 
Love each other as God loves you, with an intense and particular love. Be kind to each other: it is better to commit faults with gentleness than to work miracles with unkindness.
Mother Teresa 
The February sun was warm for a change and he skipped the meal program to enjoy the sunshine and beer he was sharing with Mort. A good buzz going and it was only 8 a.m. Life is good, that was for sure, and the beer buzz only made it better he thought. There would always be time for food. Maybe he and Mort would split an eight ball later or possibly even score some heroin and really have a party. If you see the cognitive dissonance here please advise he told himself in an inner dialogue as he looked over at Mort, dozing in early morning sun, a half-full forty in his lap. Yes, he was glad in his choice of taking a vacation day in the middle of the coldest month in memory. A small smile came to his face. Building a buzz, one brick at a time... 
Patrick is young, 18 years old, with black curly hair, a tiny mustache, round face, pasty complexion, heavy in thighs. Sits and practices card tricks after admission. Believes in power of voodoo. "For example, a woman can get control of her man by putting her urine in his food. Once he's eaten it he's under her spell. My mother used to do it her men all the time." He becomes more animated as he continues. "I grew up in Ohio, my mother was a hooker, you know, I ran away from home many times. I remember hearing the bed springs creaking above me, boy that made me angry, my Mom bringing home lots of different men. I'd be so upset I'd run out of the house, sleep out the night, but I'd come back home because I missed my mother, but then another guy would come over and I'd feel my temper all over again and run away but then come right back. Maybe she was putting her urine in my food too." Patrick is spending his first night in our shelter and seems excited about the prospect. "I know voodoo and black magic and can hypnotize people. If you died would you want your heart inside or outside your body? I was staying with my adopted family in Hartford but they put me out, can't stay there anymore, probably because of my practicing voodoo. Tomorrow I'm going to blood bank at 25th and State, then to a friend's house. We'll probably have a party. This is my first night in shelter and I don't think I'll sleep. My psychiatrist told me I can't sleep because my mind is so full of thoughts and ideas." Patrick stays one night before disappearing. 
Caddy befriends Patrick, takes him under his wing, and shows him the shelter ropes. They bond when Caddy tells story of seeing ghost in abandoned house after consuming lots of beer and marijuana. Caddy is from Davenport, Iowa, has a wife in Tulsa and a five month old son with another woman in Milwaukee. "I live to party," Cady tells Patrick, who lives to party also. They hit it off and plan to party as soon as shelter discharges them in morning. Will stop at blood bank, get money for blood, and then see what happens. 
May the joy of our risen Lord be your strength in your work, your way to the Father, your light to guide you and your bread of life.
Mother Teresa
Cleverness is next to godliness. But it doesn't pay the rent or buy and groceries. So what I'm saying is why don't you take that clever attitude down to McDonalds and serve some fries with it. Can you dig it, sucker?
Case manager trying some tough man therapy. 
Institutions demand conformity, cater to the needs of their members and are self perpetuating. 
Father Damien Sims 
He remembered the days when the children were young and just being around them brought him happiness. Now that he was separated from his family the memories brought him much comfort and he found himself  dwelling on them more and more.  He lived as if all that was left was the past. He needed some activity to keep himself busy, keep his mind occupied. A job served that purpose for many but he considered himself disabled and unable to work. "My motor skills are just not what they need to be for me to be employed," he told people who questioned his ability to hold a job. He had chosen the easy way, put his selfish self-interest first above everyone and everything. Bill had exchanged his homeless sign for a lady liberty costume, stood on busy intersection and smiled and waved as cars drove by.  He was promoting a tax service that had just opened.  He had sunk low but this was the lowest he thought.  It was simply unimaginable that he was advertising for a legitimate business.  For a man who lived by Banksy's adage, "Learn to cheat well and you won't have to worry about developing any skills for as long as you exist." Bill considered himself a failure. He would get a real paycheck at the end of the day for his troubles and though he should be excited by this prospect, he wasn't, could only self loathe for selling out.  He was no longer the original gangster he thought he was in his confused mind, but just another schmuck, a wage ape like the rest of them. It was then that he decided he would no longer smile, only wave.  It was in his mind a moral victory.  And he talked to himself, called each and every car that drove by an ugly motherf------. The victory was small but he would take it.  
He wore the Elvis pin and the Sheriff's badge proudly, pointed them out to food pantry worker.  "I am no longer James; I have changed my name to Jacob."  The pantry worker remembered the Elvis picture he had Jacob paint for him years ago, still had the picture hanging in his fortress.  Jacob was quite the artist and the pantry worker told him so.  Jacob basked in the compliment, was excited that someone had recognized him, would use the compliment to his advantage for weeks savoring it as he thought back on it.
The loud talker was smiling as he stepped out of front door with white trash can liner. He held bag up and yelled "Bat. I got a bat in here." He nodded his head up towards the second floor. "That's where I got him." Except that the words came out all jumbled up. Loud talker was deaf and scared many people with his antics. He just wanted others to like him, that's all. If he could get a buck or two off you while he was trying to make you like him that was alright too. Just don't get on his shit list. Once you were on the list there was no way off. He couldn't wait to tell me that Father Carr had died, could not wait to loud talk the words. I saw him at BP station where he was buying liquid nourishment, must have been a month after funeral. I smiled and thanked him for information. Loud talker was off to a party of one on a hot summer's night. No one but himself was invited and that was the way he liked it.  
Like father, like son.  He had been hearing that for as long as he could remember and found a certain comfort in it.  His father had been a good provider, much better than he had been and although his family was lacking for nothing he knew he had done them wrong.  Why?  Because that was the way he was,  always focusing on the negative side.  The drink had gotten him down, but he knew he would come back.  He always had and this setback should prove no different.
The first step to becoming holy is to will it.  St. Thomas says, "Sanctity consists in nothing else than a firm resolve, the heroic act of a soul abandoning herself to God.  By an upright will we love God, we choose God, we run toward God, we reach Him, we possess Him." O good, good will which transforms me into the image of God and makes me like Him! 
Imagine that. He was 70-years-old and homeless. Put out by wife number 6 for messing with her retarded daughter. He hadn't done anything, the daughter only accused him because she wanted him gone out of the house so she could have mommy all to herself. And now here he was with no place to go. A veteran with no place to call home. He'd get the piano gig with Brett and get his own place soon enough. It wasn't fair though for a veteran to be treated this way, wasn't fair at all. But he could reminisce, oh how he could reminisce. Give him a glass of vodka and the stories would flow on for hours. His name was Danny Rainbow and his life was in shambles. 
Death is the mother of beauty Wallace Stevens had written and to Danny Rainbow truer words had never been written. He waited to be found guilty and when he was, he drank himself to death. They found his body in a rooming house with three empty bottles of vodka nearby. Here's to the holidays, all 365 of them. They held the parade without him... Danny Rainbow, we hardly knew ye.
Ali had come to this country with nothing but the clothes on his back but he worked hard and within a couple of years he had accumulated enough money to start his own business. He played the immigration service like nobody's business, exploited the bureaucracy so well that he used his disadvantages as an advantage and brought hundreds of illegals their papers making them legal. All because he was not afraid to roll up his sleeves and get his hands dirty. Ali had his start when the older white man slipped him a twenty after Ali helped him move the heavy boxes and television up the stairs. The note read: "Call me please. I'd like to know your story." The note was signed by the man and had his telephone number. Ali was living the American Dream by helping others realize their own Dream and it all started with a simple note. 
To be born an Englishman is to win first prize in the lottery of life.
Cecil Rhodes, creator of Rhodesia 
They would split the hundred dollars three ways, their wages from a day of hard labor. It would be a long one, that was for sure, lugging the furniture up to the third floor. Brian wasn't worried, not after his third beer. A day of hard labor would be good for him and his brothers he told himself. Guess what though? They drank into the early morning hours, making their plans for the hundo and slept through alarm in the morning, missed their ride and the job, woke with wobbly heads and began drinking again. Ahhh freedom, nothing like it. The past always buries the future Brian thought as he slipped away one more time. Another day, another buzz. Money lost was something he had gotten used to.
If in your family someone has done something wrong, forgive that person. Show that person the forgiving heart of God.
Mother Teresa
He felt the weight of the past on him and knew he must keep busy if he were to overcome it.  Autumn always brought with it these heavy feelings.  One must look outside oneself he told himself.  There is so much beauty to consider, so much richness.  Think of Horton Foote and what he has written about home.  The line, "I want to go home," was repeated throughout the play.  Foote's father had given him the line. It felt good to remember the line, gave him an odd comfort.  He knew he could never go home but thinking of the line made it almost possible. 
Did you hear about the POW ship that was sunk on October 24, 1944 by Japanese torpedoes.  Other ships just passed by the sinking ship ignoring the pleas for help.  Over 1,000 drown, 49 men from the state of Wisconsin among them.  And you thought your day was going bad.  Think of those men and the sacrifices they had made.  Many were survivors of the Bataan Death March, only to die in the cold ocean.
Beatles music had been the song track of his life. "Yesterday" was what he based his life on now. His life was all about yesterday and how he wished he could have it back. He had chosen to dwell on yesterday for comfort and for sanity and he reached for the forty for more immediate comfort, more immediate sanity.  The " Yesterday" rendition by Boyz to Men was beautiful in its simplicity and moved him to drink even faster than he usually did. He broke into his last forty and waited for the magic to soothe his soul. It would come upon him slowly, not unlike an insect buzzing in his brain. He knew it was coming and sat and waited for the buzz to reveal itself to him so he could revel in its glory.
Don't hang your hat where your hands can't reach.
Murien's mother
Murien and Kenny hugged. Thomas sits on dirty mattress in basement and weeps. Murien and Kenny talk about how drugs have ruined their lives. "But that's all changed now, mon. The Good Lord has been looking out for me and I don't need the dope anymore. No more mon. The Good Lord is the only fix I need. Meanwhile Garth comes to window asking for mail, stares blankly when a greeting is offered. He wears the dark, hooded sweatshirt and appears heavily medicated. Asks if his check arrived? When told there is no mail for him he turns away and mopes down the street.
John has lived on streets for last six years, had a nice shelter down by the river until someone came and busted it up, claims he doesn't work because he'd have to pay his ex-wife child support and he'll never do that. Buys savings bonds for his daughter and will present them to her when she is 18. "Give me a paperback and quiet and I'm happy," John says. Talks about his friends Roger and Chris, calls them amateurs. "Most people don't need a survival course to make it out here on the streets, besides these guys are more interested in drinking than surviving." Later he asks me for coupon from paper, the one where you get a free family portrait taken with purchase of two pizzas.
Mission statement? I'll give you a mission statement: "Pass the pipe my mother------- n-----!" 
He waited patiently in the grocery line with his beer, wondered why the waiting wasn't upsetting him as it usually did.  His mind was at ease as he said a quick prayer of thanks and observed the couple in front of him talking about their plans for the upcoming evening.  He heard the man say, "Nothing times nothing will always be nothing.  Nothing can change that, not a thing in this world."
Kevin is back from Florida, carpenter friend he traveled with was into cocaine and not a good person to hang with considering Kevin's past history. "I"ll look for work and be out of here in less than a month," Kevin says. He stays for two weeks and one paycheck later is gone.
The north wind was harsh and brought promise of winter.  It did not bother him however as he embraced the cold weather now and enjoyed the way everything seemed so peaceful and serene during the winter months. He had learned nothing short of moving south could be done to change anything and because he was home there was no thought of moving.  He had aged well he thought and  learned to appreciate what he had and not dwell on circumstances he had no control over.
The poor are great people worthy of love. Do you know the poor who live next door to you? Poverty is not only to be hungry for something to eat, to lack clothing, or not to have a home. Poverty is even greater when it is a poverty of the heart.
Mother Teresa
"She's pretty arrogant for a holy person," he said of Sister Vickie. "I grew up with a Sister of Mercy, my aunt was one. Good people, Sisters of Mercies. I could overlook so much with Vickie because I knew her heart was in the right place. Now I don't know anymore." 
The older fat man trudged back to his camp with the twelve pack of Milwaukee's Best, a sour look on his face. "I'll be damned if they think they can tell me what I can spend my money on. Whose business is it anyways? If I want to drink beer all day, everyday, who are they to say anything. If I want to bathe in beer, I'll do it. I can't for the life of me figure out where they are coming from, telling me what to do with my money." His face was getting redder and redder as his agitation escalated. Finally, he sat on ground to catch his breath. "Guvment's got it all wrong. They figure because I get Social Security they can tell me what to do with it. And let me tell you this: they couldn't be more wrong. Guvment's got to give back what it's gotten from me. I paid in all those years, now it's my time to get a little payback. And that's all I want, none of their god------ advice." He got up, straightened his Packer sweatshirt, and started walking toward his camp on the river's edge. "This here is my social security briefcase and they can kiss my white ass for all that I care." 
To travel hopefully is better than to arrive.
Robert Louis Stevenson 
Sparky had spent the last five years in the wilderness of insanity and self-indulgence, lived for the pipe and the pleasure it provided. "Don't get real on me, man. My groove is cool and I want it to stay that way. It's Satan's Circus down here and only the damned are welcome. Pass me the motherf------pipe, motherf-----." 
Odell, back in shelter after three months away. "I have a two month baby and my wife is pregnant again. We were staying with her parents but I had to leave for a few days because they were getting up in our business. I'm working for a private eye now, beats the security guard job I was doing when I last stayed here." Odell will stay for a week, then disappear. 
Dan lay in the hallway, pants at his ankles, in a pool of his own urine. Snoring and intoxicated, was obnoxious earlier this evening before passing out. "Hey big man," he call out to anyone walking by, "I need a square." Preached a bit before he fell asleep. Another night at the shelter... 
Be genuine collaborators of Christ. Shine out his life and live it. Be comforting angels to the sick and friends to the humble.
Mother Teresa 
It was snowing lightly and he paused to enjoy the beauty of the flakes.  No two are ever the same he told himself, wiping his eyes, removing the sleepiness from them.  It was hard out here for a pimp.  However, he couldn't believe the easiness with which he lived.  It was all because of sacrifices made to allow him to grow as a writer.  He would never forget that, never. He owed her everything and knew the surest way to make it up to his muse was by successfully publishing a book.
"Are you alright?" He didn't answer, just looked at me through blood-rimmed eyes, stared vacantly, and then glared. "What time is it?" "Time to go." "I knew that was the wrong question," he muttered. 
Tyjuan had to sit in room while game was on, was being punished. He had lied to Angela and Breton about going to park. Snuck back to watch the game and was punished by having to miss game. Came out of room for post game party wearing a red tie. We gave him his own box of ho-ho's which he passed out to the others. 
Ed sits on cabinets in rec room and talks quietly to himself..."And you know who is going to have to clean it up, don't you? It will be you, again. It's always you, never anybody else. Always you." Ed shakes his head slowly, a look of disgust on his face. He cleans and stacks bricks at demolition sites, usually gets two cents a brick. "Why they pick you, I'll never know. But they always pick you to do the clean up," Ed continues. His car was towed from front of shelter last week and it is already over 100 dollars to get it back. Storage fees. Lots of bricks. He hands his hammer into office at admission each night. Always polite, always soft-spoken. A true loner. Rolls his own cigarettes. Wears 4 pairs of pants, two shirt, two sweaters. Outside clothes are filthy when he comes in but his hygiene is good as he showers and changes clothes regularly. He helps with blanket cart every night, rolls it out and distributes them. Ed sleeps next to Learning Center wall, travels at own pace in his own world. Wears yellow hard hat as long as he is up, takes it off at sleep time. His plans are to resume living in a camper when weather improves. Christ has many disguises, hides himself in many different ways. I believe that Ed was a living embodiment of Jesus Christ. He was a good man, always willing to help or do extra. I miss him, miss serving him. 
Matt was staying at shelter because he couldn't go home. Father had asked him to leave after Matt struck his younger brother for shoving their mother. "I was just trying to help," was his answer. "You shouldn't be shoving your Mom because she is your Mom and a woman too." Matt could not figure out what he'd done wrong, felt persecuted again. "I'm the victim in all of this," he said. 
He had an uneasy feeling that he was an impostor and life was soon to change for the worse.  Maybe the medication was making him feel this way.  He just knew he didn't like the feelings he was having and wanted things to change back they way they used to be.   He could remember when he didn't have a care in the world, could remember the feeling of waiting in anticipation of each day to see what would happen.  He now only felt a mild dread, waited for the shit hammer to fall.
Love has no meaning unless it is shared. Love has to be put into action. You have to love without expectation, to do something for love itself, not for what you may receive.
Mother Teresa 
If men were angels, no government would be necessary. If angels were to govern men, neither external nor internal controls on government would be necessary. In framing a government which is to be administrated by men over men, the greatest difficulty lies in that you must first enable the government to control the governed and in the next place, oblige it to control itself.
James Madison, Federalist 51
"Just work harder. That's your answer for everything. Well, I've been trying for three years now and need my luck to change." "This isn't about luck," the worker said. "It's about putting your nose to grindstone and getting the job done. This is life, you have to deal with that."
       
Everybody's got to have a dream.
Skinny Black 
Cocaine: The Reason.......For several years I was a pretty confused person. I used drugs for happiness and became unhappy. I used cocaine for joy and became miserable. I used cocaine for friendship and made enemies-I did cocaine to soften sorrow and wallowed in self-pity. I used cocaine for sophistication and became crude and obnoxious. I used cocaine and couldn't sleep and awakened without rest. I used cocaine for strength and felt weak. I used cocaine and got sick. I used cocaine because I thought my job called for it and lost my job. I used cocaine for relating to relations and got the shakes. I used cocaine for courage and became afraid. I used cocaine for assurance and became doubtful. I used cocaine to stimulate thought and blacked out. I used cocaine to make conversation and couldn't remember what I said. I used cocaine to feel heavenly and began to know hell. I used cocaine for power and became powerless. I used cocaine to erase problems and saw them multiply. I used cocaine because I had the right.....and everything turned out wrong. I used cocaine to cope with life....and almost died. But--surely it wouldn't take a-hit-line-shot-puff-snort-or possession of the drug cocaine to get you in that shape again-the user-using-exclaimed!!! p.s. If you have never used cocaine this is why you shouldn't!!! 
By all used up aka K-Dog 
'Tis better to be alone than in bad company. 
George Washington 
The best housing program is, and always has been, a good paying job.
Chester
In the end we are all the same...we are all star stuff.
Joy can multiply itself in a heart that overflows with love.
Mother Teresa 
Hector and May had a baby together and named him Xavier. Hector fresh out of jail is excited about his new life in shelter, knows he'll have to toe the line if things are to change for him. Xavier is a beautiful boy and Mailynn is beautiful as wife and mother. Vaya con dios, mis amigos. May says in her intake interview, "I never killed anyone." 
"Life is absurd, the world is meaningless, and all creation is insane. I guess that about sums up my feelings. Pass the bottle; I forgot that part." The defeated whiskey priest died during the winter of 1999. He was timed out after coming in late, went to a former guest's house and died on their couch. He loved too much and died from it. Life is hard when you devote it to serving others. Life is hard when the choices you make come back to haunt you.
"I know who killed Kennedy and it wasn't Lee Harvey Oswald. LBJ cronies were behind the murder, did it to insure their man came to power. Texas money did JFK in. Read behind the rise of LBJ, the men who backed him from his days in the state legislature. Landslide Lyndon had been bought and sold early on in his career. JFK's assassination was just another grab for power." Benny took a long pull off bottle he was holding. "I guess I'll just leave it at that." 
Elderly guest who stayed one night before disappearing
Success is never final; failure is never fatal; it is courage that counts.
Winston Churchill 
They did a story in the Rolling Stones, named names too. You want to know what kind of buzz the story created? Zilch, zip, zero interest. Nobody cares who got JFK, but if you have story with Marilyn Monroe you'll have the buzz. 
Love does not measure; it just gives.
Mother Teresa 
Working with the people that a lot of people don't like to work with...These people are really angry, real people they smell of anger, many have attitude. You learn to love them however just as you learn to tolerate their hygiene deficiency.  
He had spent years telling anyone who would listen to him the stories of Clay Shaw, aka Clay Betrand. And he could talk for hours about David Ferrie and Carlos Marcello, Jack Ruby, the Jew with a heart of gold and Lee Harvey Oswald, the patsy of all pasties. Too bad no one would listen as he was plagued by drug abuse and mental illness, a cracked genius, a once brilliant mind unraveled.
Why all this negative energy? If you are trying to help these people, please write from a positive angle. Every story you have is negative and a downer. Focus on the positive and good things will happen. Nobody wants to read all this negative bullshit, nobody. . 
"I would not do anything to him," Jim told police. 
Jerome died of AIDS. Left behind a wife and daughter. Inscription on picture of daughter he carried in his wallet: My beautiful, wonderful daughter. Little Angela is three years old and will never get to know her father. Jerome was 29, got AIDS from sharing needles. Wife has virus also.
Admission time: 75 people lining up in the cold, huddling close together, many altered. Women outnumbered by men 5 to 1. Controlled chaos... 
A logistical nightmare trying to get meal started tonight. Three shouting matches while guests lined up, threats were made. Volunteers looked horrified, hadn't expected this when they signed up to make and serve a meal to the homeless. Another meal, another night... another group, another fight.  Pass the motherf------ pipe, my motherf------- genius.  Daddy like, yes he does.
Christian monks were enforcers of the Faith back in the day. They held their own fatwas and served as holy head knockers. Christian monks established militias and performed their share of pillaging all in the name of Jesus motherf-------- Christ. Dig it and do it like you don't need the money.
People use drugs to relieve the pressures of everyday life-like having to tie their shoes.
Bob in Drugstore Cowboy
He knew what today would be like. Big snow brought big money. He got his shovel ready and placed belongings under his bed, knew he wouldn't be allowed to leave them behind but decided to anyways. Thought he'd take the chance even though he risked having them thrown away. He had slept with his shovel, knew it was his key to making money the next day and also knew others would think nothing of stealing it to implement same plan as his. He'd start with businesses on South 2nd Street, then make his way to neighborhoods. His plan was to shovel for four or five hours then take rest of day off, find a warm place and a lady friend. He had the ability to become what was necessary and what was necessary today was to become a snow shoveler. Roger, we hardly knew ye.
A rainy spring day, the freshness is almost overbearing. Bob would pick up the bag of doughnuts and carry them to the shelter arriving at least an hour before his 6 a.m. start time. The night house manager would greedily go through large plastic bag first and take the doughnuts that interested him. Bob didn't care. He had dozens and dozens and the fellas would enjoy the immensity of his bounty. What he was doing was good and the good Lord would remember him on judgment day. The doughnut man cometh, Bob told himself as he entered the shelter with a key not a given bed number. Times had changed for Bob and he was feeling good about himself for the first time in years.
Gordon talks about his family and the chance he might be getting back with them. Spoke with wife today and they talked about children and Christmas. His son, 13 year old Gordon Jr., is over six feet tall, 175 pounds of strapping muscle and wants a boom box. Gordon is bursting with pride as he relates stories of son the scholar-athlete and his teen daughter who is also getting great grades. "She made the dean's list every semester," Gordon says. "They're great kids and I know I've let them down." If only his wife hadn't kicked him out, he thinks. "I might be getting back with her," Gordon says. He is grabbing for anything, any bit of hope he can hold on to. Disappears for a couple of months. When he returns to shelter he reports he's been staying at Rescue Mission and trying to find work. Christmas was spent in Mission at all day services. Never did see family but spoke with them by phone. "I might be getting back with her," Gordon states. Nothing sadder in this world than a homeless family man living in a shelter at Christmas. And Gordon knew this but he also knew nothing could be done by dwelling on that fact. What Gordon could use was a stiff drink and he set his mind on finding one. The family could wait, they always had. 
The most important thing in my life has been my encounter with Christ; He is my support. 
Mother Teresa 
Edward was plastered, two in the afternoon, trudging up 2nd Street. He was returning to south side from downtown. "Boring," is how he describes his trip downtown. There's supper at 10th and Madison but that's not for a few hours. Not a care in the world except where his next drink is coming from and right now if he goes south he'll come across something. He always has in the past and today will come at him not unlike any other day has. "Everyday be the same," he tells himself, then continues his trudge on 2nd Street. Then it hit him, the thought of something to do, his self-awareness amazing him in its simplicity. He would pick up the lottery tickets after donating blood, then his dreams would be filled with color of money...the promise of good times ahead...everything would be alright if only he won. His sanity had been invested in that dream and he waited for it to come true. Life on the streets was tough, but his dreams gave him comfort and this comfort kept him going so although, "Everyday be the same," he knew in his heart of hearts that his day was coming and patience would provide. Now for that drink...it was time to stop thinking and to start drinking.  Time to roll as A.I. would say.
"You're killing me with kindness and I love it. Give me more, I feel as if I'm thriving on your attention." It was all he could do to face the truth, the kindnesses were payback for all his years of doing good, thinking of others, sacrificing his needs for the next guy in line. Life was nice in the payback mode he told himself, life was nice no matter how he sliced it.
What we do is less than a drop in the ocean. But if that drop were missing, the ocean would lack something.
Mother Teresa 
Delores says she'll be leaving in the morning and won't be back. "It's right across the street from Badger," she whispers, doesn't want anyone else to know she is moving or where she will live. "I'll be living upstairs, and sharing a bathroom with a black couple, but it's clean, not like in the ghetto. I have a radio too, that'll do me for a minute. TV will be my third check." Talks about life and her 18-year-old daughter, who lives in New Jersey with Delores' mother. "I taught her how to get by, she'll be fine. We lived on stuff that was all Goodwill at one time. I had 11 sisters, my only brother died. My Mom taught us everything about a kitchen." 

All men are masked, 
And we are clowns who think to choose our faces.
Delmore Schwartz 
"Why is it that everyone is worried about what Fred Johns does?" Question Fred has for staff, who he feels are badgering him. "Everyone's worrying that Fred's drinking again, everyone's up in Fred's shit. Why don't you people worry about your own lives and don't worry about Fred. Fred will be alright. Fred is tight with Jesus and that's all that Fred needs." Fred smiles now, feels as if he's made an important point. Is discharged two nights later when he arrives intoxicated and belligerent. Police are called and escort him from shelter after he refuses to leave. Later that evening his arrested after causing a disturbance at bar down the street. Fred Johns, we hardly got the chance to know thee
"I am a schnorrer, a craftsman, on old pro so to speak. The reason I ask is because I need. It's as simple as that." 
It's hard out here for a pimp.
"It took me three years to drink it all up. And here I am. With nothing left to lose I might add." 
Ken, the sign painter 
James wore his son's Charlotte Hornets jacket that had bullet hole and blood on it. His son had been shot and killed in Chicago. And while he slept last night the coat was taken from under his head. 47-y-old James knows what time it is. It is time to burn this mother down. He's lost a son and now a jacket and somebody will pay because that is the way these things are done. He scanned the men's dormitory where over forty men slept, knew his son's jacket was gone, knew that his son was not returning. My life is a disease he thought. How does a man work all his life, do the right thing, and end up in a hell hole like this. Something was drastically wrong and now was payback time, now was time to settle scores. 
His eyes showed a flicker of wasted promise as he got his weapon ready for the day's work. He would begin shooting in church, as church he believed was the source of all his problems. Church had turned his back on him when the troubles began last year, when he lost his wife and family. His job followed, right after his son was involved in a shooting and lost his life. He was told it revolved around a drug deal that had gone sour. His son had been in the church youth group and when it came time to bury him the church said he could not have services there as his son had had illicit relations with the pastor's wife and daughter.
God gave Noah the rainbow sign,
No more water, the fire next time.
Slave song 
Get a life, you piece of shit. I'm so disappointed in you with that shit. Dump it, you're breaking our hearts. 
message left on machine for Murien
He had a recurrent bipolar mood disorder, didn't take his medication because he didn't like how it made him feel. Instead he drank gin and stared at her picture. 
His feet had been darkened by grime, dirt, disease and neglect and he appeared to be wearing black shoes but on closer inspection he could see David was barefoot. The stocking hat he had worn for six months without taking off once was matted to his hair and would have to be cut away as hair had become a part of it and was next to impossible to determine where hat ended and hair began. David was a mess, but that is how he wanted it. This was the life he had chosen, he knew it was wrong, but he loved it. Confounding the critics is what he thought of it, and everyone was a critic.
Hungry, hopeless, neglected children do not become good citizens. Sustained economic hardship leaves physical, psychological and cognitive imprints that decrease the quality of day to day life. The poor are three times more likely to suffer clinical depression according to the New England Journal of Medicine. 
Three guests in office demanding that Mary take a shower, complaining about her acute bad, dairy odor. Mary in the throes of a major depression. Last week she was going to school and happy. We get her clean clothes and take her towels and personal care items. Mary does not shower, changes to a clean pair of pants, leaves her soiled pair on restroom floor and goes to bed crawls under the covers and escapes into sleep. Her odor is muffled by the blankets yet several women continue to complain about being unable to sleep. In the morning a psyche nurse will be there to take Mary to the Mental Health complex. 
"It's a sad life when you stay alone. It's a sad life when you're out there by yourself, day after day. No family, no friends, the only people who talk to you are paid to, you know, they are doing their job, just like you. It's a sad life. I've made it that way though, have no one to blame but myself. I'm alone because that was my choice."
Raymond 
Jesus loved and still loves the unwanted and the unloved. He loves them deeply. He died for them, and he doesn't stop saying: "Love one another as I have loved you. As the Father loves me, love one another." 
Mother Teresa 
Nick explains why he is in shelter: "My problems started back in 1985 when my Mom was beat to death with a hammer. The trial for her killer took two years but they found the sonovabitch guilty. He got life plus 14 years, but let me tell you that fuck ruined our family. Seven family members died of stress. My wife divorced me and I lost the apartment building to her. Then my father blew his head off right in front of me. He went into the bedroom, I thought he was getting something. I followed him in, he had the 12 gauge under his chin. Boom, brains everywhere, a real mess. I left, I just left, had to get out of Milwaukee. Every place I went reminded me of someone who was gone. Moved to Florida, started a job in Daytona, worked in Miami and Orlando too. Was gone for seven years but now I'm back, just like Paul Newman in "The Color of Money," I'm back." Nick is 42 years old, graying, black hair, short, soft around the middle. "I'm not one of those guys who want to sit on his kiester, I need to work." He's a drinker, his tired eyes give him away.
Nick is out of his element living in shelter. "How in the fuck am I supposed to follow the rules when the rules are made by a cluster of dumb fucks that don't have anything better to do with their time. If I have to work I'm not going to be in at 7 like the rules say. Can you dig it? I'm going to work, that what I'm all about. And let me tell you I'll let you know if I'm going to be late but only if I have the time to inform them and the opportunity. I'm about working and getting on up out of here. That's what I am and they should cut me some slack." Loses bed the next night, save bed, no show. 
"I'm going to New Orleans to rewrite the bible." 
John, the Italian African-American from Hawaii, following the Pipes of Pan, has intermittent psychotic episodes. A once brilliant mind unraveling. 
Kindness has converted more people than zeal, science or eloquence.
Mother Teresa 
"I'm an alcoholic," he said, his eyes floating in a sea of red. He was escorted outside. Into the cold. "You should have never let him in," Doug said. And he was right. Later that evening he returns seeking shelter once again. We let him sleep in hallway until early morning when he is wakened and asked to leave, is given a sandwich as a parting gift.
I'm most obliged to you for making it clear that I am not here.
Syd Barrett,founder of Pink Floyd
Dig this, there was a cat named Tamerlane who tried conquering the world back in the day.  He cut off the heads of thousands of people and stacked them into huge towers figuring this would so unsettle the enemy, they would surrender.  Well, Tamerlane scared his enemies, so much that they fought back, defeating him.  Who can figure out man?  I tell you, I really question God's plan, I really do.  You name it, Genghis Khan, Attila the Hun, the conquistadors. Man has produced some real beauties and you can award the blame to the Big Guy, my man. Mr. G-O-D.
Johnny, telling Young Blood about his take on God, man and everything in between
He shared his talk stories with anyone who would listen.  Max would lie on his cot and absorb the stories, not sure where the stories left off and the dreams began as Dale usually told his talk stories in the evening and would have to whisper them as they started after lights were out.  
Terry lived at shelter for four months, saved zero, and was always to be supervised because of sexual assault charge pending against him. A big, round man with an easy laugh and a comforting smile. His major fear was returning to prison where he would be victimized by others just as he had victimized children and women in his life. His was a free-associative mind which he found helpful in making new connections, meeting new people.  Shelter life became easy to adapt to. Not much was expected as long as you followed the rules and kept a low profile. He reminded himself to be respectful of others and not to prey on other guests. It all seemed so easy, that is, until he got notice he would have to leave for not saving any money. He had slipped by for a couple of months but no longer. Where he would go was the question. He was unwelcome at the Mission and had burned all his bridges with his family. Maybe he would check out the Guest House on the north side, had stayed there a couple of nights last winter before leaving Milwaukee. Maybe it was time to leave Milwaukee again, head south for the cold months. The sexual assault charge was pending and probably would not come up for a hearing until winter was gone. Terry loved the freedom his life afforded him. He could just pick up and leave, find a shelter down south and stay there for the winter. He would pray on it but his options were limited so he started getting used to the idea on leaving Milwaukee for the duration of the cold. 
Don't give them slices of life, give them slices of cake.
Alfred Hitchcock 
"You have to be cul-led to get service in this place. I've been here close to a month and haven't spoken to anyone yet.
Raymond Gloss
Katie stole Neon's teddy bear, the one she had for so many years, and they had words. Neon said to Katie,"You remind me of someone I knew when she was young, before she went to prison and messed up her life and got pregnant and beaten up by a series of men, self-aborting four different fetuses, drinking and drugging, partying and robbing and lying and stealing. Katie, you remind me of me."
"I'm a contrar, live my life backwards if you know what I mean. I eat waste instead of meat, go naked in winter and during summer wear warm coats or sweaters. Do everything backwards. If I were living among Central Plains Indians I'd be a figure of respect but I live in this modern age so I guess I'm a contrar that way too. Man, I could use one more pull off the pipe. Pass it this way motherf-----.  My motherf------- n-----..  That's what I'm talking about you ugly motherf-----.  Immersion, it's all about immersion."
Reggie
St. Paul's words had touched him at this morning's Mass, had made him feel real as he reflected on the letter to the Corinthians.  He had always been about love and the powerful words painted a word portrait that defied easy understanding.
Work is love made visible.
Dorothy Day 
Fish swim, birds fly
Lovers leave by and by
Old men, sit and think
(Daddies yell, mommas cry)
I drink.
Mary Gauthier
What we do is very little, but it is like the little boy with a few loaves and fishes. Christ took that little and increased it. He will do the rest. What we do is so little we may seem to be constantly failing. But so did He fail. He met with apparent failure on the Cross. But unless the seed fall into the Earth and die, there is no harvest. And why must we see results? Our work is to sow. another generation will be reaping the harvest.
Dorothy Day
He was proudest of his children and his only regret was that he was not part of their lives. All his problems were brought on by Sarah kicking him out, the bitch was the cause of it all. If only she'd hadn't made him leave, if only he could have yesterday back.  He reveled in the warm, fuzzy memories of the good old days and spent the remainder of his life reliving them.  Nothing wrong with that he reminded himself and as long as he couldn't be with his family he would live with their memories.
How wonderful it is that nobody need wait a single moment before starting to improve the world.
Anne Frank
Everywhere there exists loneliness, the same deep need to be loved and cared for. Right in your midst there are those who suffer because they do not feel wanted or loved. They experience the anguish of having no one to call their own. This is real poverty without a doubt. We need to want to be someone for those who need us.
Mother Teresa 
The Muslim accountant is giving out booklets on the true meaning of the religion, talks about the Book of Barnabas which is in the Pope's library in Vatican. "Barnabas was one of the Apostles and knew what time it was," Michael states. He wears a brown felt beret and leaves his briefcase in office while he goes to pray. He is discharged next morning for leaving late again, goes to south side shelter where he is banned after assaulting staff.  But Michael does not have any anger when he asks politely, to take a minute and read a pamphlet he has been distributing down on the avenue.  I am busy beyond belief but agree to take the time to read what he offers:
Sermon on the Mount

Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.
Blessed are the meek, for they shall possess the Earth.
Blessed are those that mourn, for they shall be comforted.
Blessed are they who hunger and thirst for justice, for they shall be satisfied.
Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain mercy. 
Blessed are the clean of heart, for they shall see God.
Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be called the children of God.
Blessed are they who suffer persecution for justice sake, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.
Blessed are you when men reproach you, and persecute you, and, speaking falsely, say all manner of evil against you, for my sake.
Rejoice and exalt, because your reward is great in heaven; for so did they persecute the prophets
who were before you.
I am moved by the simple beauty of the words that are so familiar and I thank Michael for taking the time to share just as I realize I am dreaming because Michael was timed out and could not possibly be in the shelter.  He fades into a mist before completely disappearing.
The class struggle is of our making and by our consent, not His, and we must do what we can to change it.  
Poverty has many faces.  People can, for example, be poor in space alone.
Dorothy Day
I condemn poverty and I advocate it; poverty is simple and complex at once; it is a social phenomenon and a personal matter.  Poverty is an elusive thing, and a paradoxical one.

Dorothy Day



If you love God, then you will love those around you.
Mother Teresa
Tom was searching for beauty and the ultimate truth in mathematics. 111,111,111 x 111,111,111=12,345,678,987,654,321 is to him the beauty of math. There is a symmetrical order in numbers and something dependable. It is hard for him to articulate his feelings about numbers. He finds comfort in them and to him that is enough. Works on numbers all day. Has his calculator out, enters figures into it, pauses, and then enters more. Scrawls in his notebook, wet from the morning rain. Rocketry, real estate, condo construction, using equity to build leverage. He sits on steps of shelter, quietly waiting for door to open. Jessie struts up. "Who do you think you are-Wyatt Earp?" he asks Tom loudly. Tom, so frail, so timid; Jessie is drunk, belligerent, aggressive, goes to pick on Tom. Tom, a ball of nerves, twitching, wondering why the brothers pick on him. Jessie walks by, bumps into Tom purposely then says, "I ought to whip your ass. Next time you walk into me I think I will." Tom trembles, Jessie swaggers. Later Jessie is out on street changing into clothes he just stole. "Old Jessie, when he gets to drinking that whiskey," Bo says without finishing her thought. It doesn't matter. Jessie, standing out on 12th St., paper bag full of books, changing clothes. Tom walks up street, avoids Jessie. Tells story about black guy from Muncie who has followed him up to Milwaukee to get him for narking him out 15 years earlier. "He was selling that shit to kids and I had to put a stop to it. That's him or one of his brothers over there changing clothes right now." Tom was hooked on drugs until nine years ago. Now he's clean but he'll turn himself into Mental Health Complex to get Jessie off his trail and to realize a certain peace of mind.
It was a cold April day with much wind and rain but things were greening up and the warming weather was on the way and he found comfort in that as he hunkered down in his tent trying to stay dry and warm. He would bide his time waiting for the rain to break, maybe nod with a forty for companionship. He knew he would get through the raw weather just as he knew he was a survivor and would survive this. It's hard out here for a pimp, he told himself, but it was a life he had chosen and he was ready to deal with the consequences of  his bleak existence. He reached for his almost emptied bottle, drained it and thought of younger days when life itself held  promise. He thought of Sara, wanted to hold her close to him, feel the pulse of her heartbeat, smell her freshly washed hair.  What he would give for yesterday...if only it was possible to return to those days.  He felt the nod coming and welcomed it. 
John was just released from House of Corrections, had spent nine days after beating up his best friend. "I drank a case of Miller and a quart of Windsor. Don't remember doing it but I guess I beat him up bad. Broke his wrist, put him in the hospital. His wife told me I'm being sued for $100,000. Man, I've got to quit that drink, it's making me crazy. Beating up your friends and then not having any memory of it...that's not cool." He stands in long hallway shaking his head. Reddish brown hair, round face. "I'm going to clean up, quit that drinking. My Mom told me I have to and you know something? She's right. They had me in the House for nine days and I don't ever want to go back there. He thought I was messing with his wife. Hell, I don't know if I was but if I was it's only because she wanted some if you know what I mean."
A torn jacket is soon mended; but hard words bruise the heart of a child.
Longfellow
It's the booze talking, not my twisted soul. I'm reaching out for help. Can you hear me? Do you want to hear me? 
Chester
Nothing is so strong as gentleness, nothing so gentle as real strength.
Francis d.Sales 
om 
Success is the end of hope.
John Marquand
The sign on the back of his bike read: "LIVE LIFE MORE. DRIVE LESS." He knew why the country was in such bad shape. It all started with the automobile and our love for gasoline combined with our love for personal comfort. He would do his part with his simple sign. He would make a difference in the snow so bright it hurt his eyes...nothing like a bike ride on a cold January afternoon 
The Colfax Massacre, that's what I'm talking about. Seventy of our brothers were killed by white supremacists after a disrupted election. You can look it up, it's in the history books, happened in 1873 in Louisiana. Young blood don't want to learn nuthin, they can smoke theirs pipes till the last dog is hung. Satisfice that, motherf-----! 
Manny - you stayed here last night in bed 41 after being released from the House of Corrections three days ago. While you were incarcerated you lost room you were renting. Your former landlord has all your possessions and won't give them back until rent you owe is paid. You figure it will take three weeks of savings from your new minimum-wage job to get another room rented and your belongings back. A bundle of bones and bad teeth... 
Go confidently in the direction of your dreams. Live the life you have imagined.
Henry David Thoreau 
chapter 3
James got beaten down in front of shelter last week by Danny the Dog and Marlon. They were robbing him. Police arrested Danny and shipped him to Illinois where he was wanted for questioning in homicide investigation. Danny the Dog was gone for nearly a month before reappearing claiming he was a victim of mistaken identity. Danny went looking for James to beat him again as James owed him drug money but James got word of Danny's return and hightailed it, headed for the hills of southern Wisconsin. "I"ll be living in the woods where I will find peace and no Danny," James tells me, furtively looking over his shoulder as he speaks. James is on alert, hyper vigilant to all that goes on around him, does not want to suffer another beat down as Danny has threatened to put him in a coma next time they meet.
I must admit fully that that was one of the reasons that I fled Milwaukee.  I didn't know at the time, but being inside the bell jar - I was afflicted with chemical dependency issues - and although when I returned to NY and lived soberly for a while - the bug returned and took on greater proportions.  With the combination of psyche meds, illicit drugs, and alcohol  I became homeless in a metaphorical way.  I lost my soul.  And I got in a lot of trouble.  Legal troubles.

Flash forward to present day.  I have been clean and sober for over 2 and a half years - and although I deal with a serious and incurable diagnosis (bi-polar disorder), I am better for it.

It is nice that in God's infinite wisdom he built a reset button inside us all.  As many times as we fall - we can reset and overcome anything within ourselves to achieve a sense of good living and maintain relatively good health.

So when I read what you have written I see former self in the shipwrecks of homelessness - the only difference is my fortune which comes in the shape of a loving and supportive family.  That is the sad thing about the homeless and drug addled - and what I have learned in recovery sessions and group meetings for those with substance issues - that some don't have the family or the support systems that are essential for full recovery and abstinence from the chemical fun house.


M's letter
"Memory is often less about truth than about what we want it to be." 
David Halberstam
"Damnation, purgatory, salvation, you know, the usual stuff. I've done it all, lived it all. Try and understand I am not me as you are we, as we are all together. See how they run like dicks from a gun. I am the apeman, I am the grapeman, I am the walrus. It is not easy being me, being Vincent, not easy at all. I will go now , but shall return.   Mark my word if you will; I shall return and the heart of Jesus will be along for the ride.  Praise be Jesus.  Praise be Allah.  Praise be all of us.  We hold the keys to salvation, we must search for the lock which binds us all.  If only we can find it, the search will not be in vain. "Jesus died for somebody's sins but not mine" in the words of  Patti Smith, the lost archangel. " 
Vincent, talking about his day
 
Diane is convinced she had a miscarriage even though she was never pregnant nurse states. Diane loves the attention she gets from the male guests. "You real soft," Matthew whispers in her ear as he nuzzles. Worked at Quad after moving here from Hawaii in September.
 
I'm so tired and lonely. I have nothing and am considered a criminal because of that. You know, while I was growing up I was told life isn't fair and I finally realize now that it isn't. I mean why should I have to walk miles for sandwiches made on stale bread. People say get a job. I would if I could but I can't. End of story. Where did this bitterness come from?  He knew he was trapped in the endgame of alcoholism, knew life wasn't supposed to be this way.  As his pain and guilt and fears grew stronger he realized booze had won, he was defeated. He accepted the fact and had another drink.
The overwhelming odor of old sweat was what hit him as he entered the dormitory where 45 men slept. Lots of snoring, lots of groaning. An occasional shout out. Many of the men were dead drunk and passed out and regenerating to do it all again, amen. Jim reminded me of story of Billie Brewer, who fell asleep one night in the dormitory and died in his sleep. Billie was a drinker caught up in the day to day routine of drink and sleep but as much as he enjoyed drinking Billie loved the Brewers baseball team, hence the name. He had been up that night a couple of times to use restroom downstairs, must have died in the early morning hours. "You work here long enough and you'll see plenty of death," Jim stated, veteran that he was. "Not so much inside shelter while they are sleeping but these men live a hard life and you'll know what I'm talking about after you've done this work a couple of years. They drop by the dozens and I am not fooling you, the street life is a hard life, that's for sure." Jim was dead himself less than a year after this conversation, a victim of lung cancer, a victim of streets. Jim had worked for post office, lost his job to drinking, and spent a stint on streets. This job was a touch of redemption and he was proud of his "Sarge" nickname given by the old timers from Enids. Morts, Gerald B., Timmy and Doug and the boys knew and liked Jim although they thought him weak and not cut out for life on street.
 
Edward was soaked to the bones after being caught in autumn deluge. He had been walking to Southside to meet with drinking friends when it started to come down and he had two miles to go so he trudged on. The downpour turned into a deluge and Edward found himself soaked with no place to go to change clothes or dry off. Shelter was closed until 7 p.m. A downside of having no home Edward told himself as he soldiered on to the Southside. Later that day he was caught in another downpour. His clothes were still wet, however, and he'd get dry ones as soon as he got back to shelter.
 
Faith is God felt by the heart.
Pascal 
 
I guess you could say that I am proud of my humility, working all these years with people who society has abandoned and viewed as animals. Dorothy Day would be proud of me too. It ain't easy being humble, let me tell you.
shelter worker
 
Do you ever get the feeling you're going to crack up? Are you haunted by feelings of impending doom?
Penny 
John Barleycorn will not let the dreamers dream, the livers live...
Jack London
 
Nothing on earth consumes a man so completely as the passion of resentment.
Fredrick Nietzsche 
 
The chiropractor had the answers and knew living medication free was the best way to start if one wanted a healthy life.  Alcohol was a medication and one was best to steer clear of it, period.  Alcohol had caused much heartache in the chiropractor's life and had been the cause of his losing his family when he was a young man.  He had almost been ruined but began to practice what he had so painstakingly learned and had saved himself though it was too late for his family. Now pass the motherf------ pipe, motherf------.  The pipe was not medication.  The pipe was food and one needed food to survive.

shelter interlude
Frigid, uncompromising winter, private sorrows, hidden fears, why can't he forget her, after all these years; Eugene did a dime, hard time, Glenn is 22 and facing nine; duty, obedience, responsibility are the ways of the Jesuits, muse fueled by booze, pursuit of oblivion, deviant behavior, moody drizzle of attitude, distant green hills, discipline through self-denial, leaves rustling in the hard autumn wind…
Love may fail, but courtesy will prevail.
John Figler 
He ended up living in shelter as a result of a toxic marriage. They had started out loving each other and ended up hating each other. How did we do this to each other? 
Blessed is he who expects nothing, for he shall never be disappointed.
Alexander Pope
 
The struggle for simple survival was a daily challenge to Fontaine. He had chosen the life of a pimp and because he was mentally challenged nothing came easy in his line of work. Nothing that is except the women. Fontaine had never had a problem in that regard. At least that is what he kept telling himself and that proved to be another problem as people, some of them women, found it hard to deal with a pimp who talked to himself. But Fontaine would find a way to prevail he told himself. That problem again. It would not go away. If only his mother was still around to help him. If only...The inner dialogue continued. It was unending. Fontaine would prevail, Fontaine was a man with a plan, Fontaine was sweet and to the ladies his sweetness was all that mattered.
 
R.T. is missing all his front teeth, lost them in a street fight last summer, was kicked in the face. Right now he's taking a walk. It doesn't matter to him. F--- her,he'll show her. Bitch mouthed off to wrong man. "I don't take that from anyone," he said. Takes a drag off his hand rolled smoke. "I can stay with my Moms, she's got a big old house where I keep my gold, and have my own room right in the basement. I just don't want to go home now that I'm feeling this way, you know, put my problems on my Moms." R.T. knew Mr.T. in the projects in Chicago, tells the story of the time T beat a man down who tried to steal his moms' welfare check. "Beat his ass bad, they had to take that man to the hospital when T was finished with him. He and I come from Cabrini Green, the baddest place in Chicago, hell, the baddest place in the world. Mother---- to all the haters, that's what I'm talking about. My name mother------- is R.T. Get it right." 
Michael, a soft-spoken man, calms R.T. down, persuades him not to go beat up his girlfriend. "The bitch put me here, put me down," R.T. fumes. 
 
Michael talks of respect in his gentle voice, how no black woman deserves such treatment, how Muslims are all about respect for black women. A few weeks earlier Michael had broken up knife fight in shelter with same calm, gentle manner. Michael wore the Muslim suit and took his time getting ready for his day and was always the last to leave when it was time to go. One morning he was timed out for the following night because of his tardy manner. Michael had been praying and that was his excuse for his tardy behavior. He took the opportunity to go to the Rescue Mission and do some preaching for Elijah Muhammad. Joe's "Time to go," meant different things to different people and Michael, who had ignored it, paid the price with a night out. 
 
Saw Jessie at Overflow shelter. He was sober and a totally different person. Almost gentle. "I'm going in for treatment," he said. "Have to get off that drinking." A true physical specimen. Six foot tall, 170 solid pounds, huge shoulders, tiny waist. His eyes are red and glassy, gait unsteady. He knew he must change his ways if he was to survive, knew he was gaining self-knowledge by not getting high and staying away from alcohol. He must surrender his life to Jesus, the only true way.
 
People who are unloved and unwanted are, just like us, children of God. Even more, the are Christ in our midst and they belong to us. They are our brothers and sisters.
Mother Teresa 
 
His get up and go had got up and went. It was time to meet again with an old friend, the bottle of Old Thompson. That would be followed by a blast of God's medicine, heroin. It wasn't easy being Johnny but it sure could get relaxing. Everything in balance, everything in moderation, he told himself. A little pull of Old Thompson followed by a taste of heaven. Life was good, and there was no doubting that. Now a piece of strange would be great. Maybe he'd go to crack house and find one as nothing was on his agenda today and his day was all for pleasuring himself. Johnny knew what made Johnny feel right and made feeling right his number one priority.  Johnny had read about the evils of drinking, so he quit reading, kept drinking and the rest is history and you can look it up if you feel it is necessary.
The kingdom of heaven can be found within.  You don't have to look for it as it will make its' presence felt.  Just let yourself go and give yourself up to the Lord.  He will take care of the rest.  I promise you that.
 
What is important is that you are holding on, that you have a grip on Christ and he will not let your hand go.
Mother Teresa 
 
Steve doesn't like living at shelter because of all drug abuse surrounding him. "It's bad for me, bad for the problem I have in my life to be around this place. But I have to be and I will hold on and I promise by the end of this month, I'll have my own place. This place will make you take a hard look inside yourself, ask why this has happened." Steve takes inside of sandwich and throws bologna and cheese away, eats the bread as he sits and reflects. "I'll have 400 dollars in safe at end of this week. And in a few more weeks you won't be seeing me around here anymore." Picks up his bible and says good night. Goes to recroom and cot on the floor, prays for 15 minutes before sleep comes. 
 
The work that we do is only a means and not an end in itself. No matter how beautiful the work may be, it is still just a simple means. After all, what matters is to belong to Jesus. The work we do is our love for Christ transformed into deeds.
Mother Teresa 
 
"America made the A bomb out of fear of the A bomb. We were afraid Hitler would have one and where would that leave us. Up the proverbial creek without the proverbial paddle. Give me another hit off that pipe brother." 
He felt as if he were living in Dante's Inferno, entering a dark forest in the middle of his life. Middle-aged night sweats were on tap and he knew he could not handle it.  Yet he also knew he could and would handle it.  He always had and he felt this newest challenge, although daunting, would be again replaced by another and another after that challenge was faced.  It was hard out here for a pimp, no doubt about it, but he would maintain.
 
"Let me give you some facts on meat consumption in this country. The United States grows and kills about 10 billion animals a year, 15% of the world's total. The world kills an estimated 70 billion animals a year for food. Auschwitz is child's play when you look at what man has done to animals. Mankind is ever increasing its appetite for meat and consumption should double by 2050. Cows cry and now I know why. Got to kick the meat habit if we are to save the planet for humans. Or better yet solve problem and population bomb all at same time by eating our dead. We'll lose our appetites for meat when it is us we are eating and starvation will result. Inelegant solution I admit, but one has to think outside of the box.  When you look at how man interacts with other living organisms you have to admit, it is sickening.  We face a dire future. I offer a solution. Pass the bottle, motherf-----. Outlook grim." 
 
The future will be different if we make the present different.
Peter Maurin, born May 9, 1877 
Sing before breakfast and you'll be crying before supper is what my Father always told me. Know what else he used to say? The problem is the problem. Never knew what in the heck he was talking about but now it is making some sense, yes it is, it certainly is. You can't feel sorry for yourself, you're lost if you do. Life is what it is. It is what it is motherf------. You deal with it and soldier on. My old man sure knew what he was talking about although I didn't realize that fact until he was gone and no longer around. I miss the guy, really miss him. Lots of times I'd like to have him around to ask his advice on something but I find comfort that so much of his beliefs are still with me. He must have hammered them home because they stuck with me, are a part of me. A part of him is there and always will be. Now pass the pipe you ugly mother-------, it's time I had a pull. That is right, my ni----.  Pass the pipe, motherf-----, pass it here..  It is what it is.  My motherf------ ni----.  What's up motherf------?  Give Daddy Freedom a pull on the motherf------- pipe, my motherf------.
Freedom 
 
It is better to go the house of mourning than the house of feasting, for that is the end of all; and the living will lay it to his heart.
Ecclesiastes 
 
Grievance was in their souls and they were emotionally volatile especially after drinking. "Fooling Old Massa" was the game they were playing and it was a game their ancestor's had played only for them it wasn't a game. Slavery was a stain, an unholy memory of one people oppressing another for power, control and for financial gain. It is hard to imagine the cruelties associated with the institution of slavery, hard to imagine one race holding another under their thumb. It was enough to make one feel ashamed to be part of the human race. She had heard the story of Beloved by Toni Morrison and knew it was based on a historical case. Slavery had driven a woman to kill her daughter to "save" her from a life of slavery. It was sad to think of it, dwell on it, but it was real. It was real and it hurt to remember. 
"He didn't give up on humanity. He gave up on himself." 
 
The most basic rule of existence is that life is unfair and once you deal with that reality the rest is easy. The difficult part is processing the hypocrisy all around us, processing the hypocrisy in ourselves. 
Chester 
 
He trembled and wept in the reception area, afraid to go home. She was also in reception area trembling and weeping because she had no home and was living in a shelter with strangers. They found comfort in each other and left together. Both were back in days.
 
The human capacity for grievance is deep and universal. The homeless are not so different in that respect. Context, it's all about context. I'm about self-loathing. Of course, it is always about me. I hate myself and I hate you and wish I could make you understand the wonder of those words. Pass the pipe, mother------. 
Chester 
 
"The whole Thirty Years War got started in a little kingdom in central Europe. The Lutheran majority barred Catholic residents from holding a procession causing violent riots to break out. This caused foreign intervention on behalf of Catholics, the Pope sent in the cavalry and it was war. Thirty years later after a couple million deaths warring sides had forgotten what started the whole mess and signed a peace treaty which lasted a generation and then started up all over again. Human beings are cool that way. They love to fight but they get tired and need a break." 
street preacher
 
Leon comes to staff with George of the Jungle movie after X-rated movie removed from vcr, asks staff if they ever seen it. Lawrence wants vcr returned to lounge. It's hard to play dumb when you're already there but Leon does it beautifully when asked who put x-rated movie in. "I was sleeping man, woke up and there it was playing. I don't know and that is the honest to God truth." Leon says. We play the movie because there would be a riot if we didn't. Besides, George of the Jungle has a positive message and you can't beat a positive message on top of porn. 
 
You don't need to incorporate to wash a man's feet.
Dorothy Day 
 
She was beautiful and he loved her until the day she left him for another man. "Why did the bitch do me that way?" Frank asked. "It was all her fault, all hers.  I was finally getting back on my own two feet and then she had to go and call the police after I threatened her."  He was a charter member of the "I Don't Get It" club and would soon we awarded a lifetime membership. The more he talked, the more he was exposed.  
 
Manual labor and voluntary poverty - the foundations of Peter Maurin's teachings 
Work is love made visible according to something once written by Dorothy Day. The Catholic Worker which she founded with Peter Maurin was, "directed to the worker, but we used that word in the broadest sense, meaning those who worked with head or brain, those who did physical, mental or spiritual work. But we thought primarily of the poor, the dispossessed, the exploited."
 
The teen with no legs goes off to school on first day with new pair of tennis shoes in his lap, wants to gift them to friend who has none. Mother yells at him at 6 a.m., tells him to worry about himself and not gifts. "Your clothes are wrinkled, iron them," she yells. Matthew gets the community ironing board from the closet and opens it , then plugs the iron in and says a quiet prayer to himself as he waits for it to warm up. "Dear Jesus help me make it through this day, bless my Mother and help take her anger away."  The prayer gives him comfort and is calming on a day that promises to be filled with anxiety. Matthew is ready to face the new school, the new day.  He wonders if anyone will know he lives in a shelter, but then quickly changes his focus to something more positive.  He knows Jesus is with him and that's all he needs.  Prayers work, they truly do he tells himself.
 
The quiet nobility of Larry. He looked like a lion as he lays in cot dying. When he feels decent he goes out and binges and when he is sick he is down in cot suffering. Dying on a cot in shelter, this is how it ends, alone in a dormitory that he shares with 22 others. 
 
We open our souls with silence. Poverty is a humiliation. Love, lost and found, there are no real answers, only questions. When you're poor, there is a crisis everyday. 
 
Voices told her to kill him. She lived in a dark jumbled world of pain and torment. He paid the price for her pain, another victim of a command hallucination. Lydia was only doing what the voices had told her. He was giving her daughter cigarettes. Who knew what would be next. She was glad the voices had commanded her to eliminate the threat, glad there was no more danger. 
Snowflakes, leaves, humans, plants, raindrops, stars, molecules, microscopic entities all come in communities. The singular cannot in reality exist. 
Paula Gunn Allen 
Lee - You stayed in shelter last night, were bed number 42. You were evicted from your room last week after failing to pay rent and came to the shelter because you have no family or friends to move in with in Milwaukee. Your Social Security Disability check was stolen and you are going through red tape of being issued another one. At the very least you will have to stay in shelter until beginning of next month when new check arrives. 
Wonders are many, and none is more wonderful than man.
Sophocles 
 
I lost everything but found myself. It sounds corny, I know, but it's true, so true. The only way to cure an alcoholic is through prayer. Don't ever underestimate the power of prayer.
Street preacher 
 
He grew up hearing a two word vocabulary of no and shut up. How did you expect him to turn out? 
 
As iron sharpens iron, a friend sharpens a friend.
Proverbs 27:17 
 
She wore the trace of a smile, but looking in the mirror she saw the age that was beginning to build in her face. You see what you want to see, she thought. Less painful that way. A victim of chemical and sexual excess. You get the drugs and she'd provide the party. She was genetically predisposed towards addiction, felt alive when she was high or giving pleasure to others. 
 
The old man sat at the corner table next to the window, his mind lost in thoughts of days gone by. He had a dismal face, set off nicely by a dismal head of hair upon which he wore the most dismal hat ever seen. But he made children smile! Oh, how they smiled. His face was a picture of woe yet he affected a look of studied casualness. A charter member of the "I Don't Get It" club he was here living in a shelter because the rest of the world was on the wrong page and only he was on the right one. He had learned the hard way that life wasn't fair but he was coming at the rest of the world with that understanding alone. Now if only the rest of the world would cut him a break. And he wasn't holding out his hand for chump change. He wanted real money. 
 
It is only by feeling your love that the poor will forgive you for the gifts of bread.
St. Vincent DePaul 
 
Nothing is what life is worth
Life is worth nothing
It always begins with crying
And in the same way, with crying it ends 
1950's classic Mexican song 
 
Para el mal de amores, no hay doctores. For the malady of love, there are no doctors. 
 
His motto was: If it doesn't fit, force it. 
"I exist out of context. I am the promised one, the man who would be king of kings. The only true path to salvation is through me. The most important thing is to have hope. Time will write the final chapter." 
Vincent 
 
Tom's three favorite toasts: Here's to abstinence - as long as it is practiced in moderation. Here's to the Holidays - all 365 of them. What should we drink to? How about until we fall over or 4 a.m. or which ever comes first. Tom had a deep understanding of drink, of drunkenness. 
"There is a child forming in my body. That child is an inconvenience. Therefore I will have an abortion." The voice told her she would die soon and she was damned to hell for eternity.
Lucreta, weeks after having abortion she attempted suicide.
 
Listless, bony children, and vacant eyes, swatting away hungry flies, all a block from the Avenue. "I have seen worse and right in this neighborhood. Hell, just last week Jesus leaned down from his cross and vomited all over me." "Another Holy Week is gone with another one coming. Just wait one year. Mark my words, it all has happened before and will all happen again. Now pass the pipe, motherf-----, pass the pipe to daddy." 
He woke each day with the same feeling of hopelessness. If he had a gun he'd used it already. Nothing ventured, nothing gained. 
 
Glasses askew, rotten teeth, curly unruly brown hair, low voice, quizzical look and attitude. He lived in forest until he started turning green and came back to city. Madison for last five months, before that Kansas City, Springfield,Mo., New Mexico, Phoenix, Fort Worth and Los Angeles. Coming off a three day coffee jag, IHOP, Denny's, Dunkin' Donuts, sits for hours drinking coffee, watching people, thinking. Looking for a room after he leaves shelter. Found a green jacket, green mohair sweater, green pants all under North Ave. bridge and left them there. Big chunks of metal falling back to earth, something to do with UFO's. Has given blood hundreds of times. Veins on left arm are damaged now, can only use right arm. Won a trip to Milwaukee YMCA and a stock car race as a boy selling subscriptions to Journal. Took some pills earlier. They were green, that's all he knows. "Life didn't turn out the way I expected." 
Gary from the Falls. 
 
We are all in the gutter, but some of us are looking at the stars.
Oscar Wilde 
 
The drunk woman yelled at her drunk husband, cursed him for being born, belittled his existence.  They had been in love at one time but years of drinking and lives on the streets had taken a toll.  Now she barely acknowledged him and only then in negative terms.  It was sad to see how this love had soured, sadder than anything words could describe, but I will try anyways.  They were young together and used to dream the same dreams.  They would sit together on spring nights and plan out their upcoming summer, excited with all the possibilities that were presented to them.  Their children were young and so were they.  How had it all come to this.  Living in a shelter, eating at a church soup line? It was no surprise that they survived on abuse.  What was the surprise was that they survived at all.
She continued with the rant, "Why don't you man up, motherf------ and be a man.  Be a MAN and get off your butt and do something for yourself.  You are a man, motherf------?  Well, prove it.  Prove it, like you don't need the money.  Prove it.  You're going down the drain, motherf-------, down the motherf-------- drain."
Factories are our churches.
Antler 
 
Number 42, Brooklyn Dodger blue. What more can one say? April 15 is the day, our day.  Emmit Till died for our sins and so did Jackie.  Now pass the motherf------- pipe, motherf-----, my motherf------ n-----.  That's good, that's really good.  Daddy like, motherf-----. 
 
We live not only our lives, but whether we know it or not, we also live the life of our time.
Laurens van der Post 
 
She binged on cocaine, binged on giving love after being released from jail from a one year sentence for prostitution. Her shelter case manager discharged her; thought tough love was the answer. Tequila was upset but decided to make the best of a trying situation and vowed she would not make the same mistake again.   If her decision cost a few nights in the pokey so be it.  Anything to keep oneself safe and away from the madness of the Oxford apartments.
 
The heart of the wise is in the house of mourning, but the heart of fools is in the house of mirth.
Ecclesiastes 
 
"Let's talk religious conflicts, let's do that. As bad as it's been in Middle East you have to look at Thirty Years War in the early 1600's in Europe. Over one third of the German population was killed plus vast numbers of French, Dutch, Italian, Spanish, Swedes and Danes and others. It was Catholics vs. Protestants, a real religious conflict. Of course people being people there were other factors in the mix but it came down to essentially The Pope against the upstart Lutherans and millions paid the ultimate price. 
Street preacher 
 
"I have friends in high places, here and downtown. The mayor sends me on missions when it is too complicated to have police involved. Believe me when I say I know you were in my cabinet last night while I slept, know you touched my papers. I saw they were shuffled while I slept. Now don't get me wrong, I am not mad at you, just a little disappointed. In my neighborhood the gangs are battling it out. I'm here because it is safer for me. I don't even have a bathtub to hide in when the shooting starts. The gangs, they are fighting every night, who can sell the most drugs, who can have the most guns, who can kill the most people. It is sad and dangerous in my neighborhood, very sad and very dangerous. 
Vincent, talking to staff first thing in morning 
 
"You're right I have a drinking problem - my husband drinks a bottle of bourbon every day and then beats me or if I'm not around he beats the kids." He had dedicated his life to doing exactly what he pleased. He used alcohol to quiet the anxiety and then art sprang from him effortlessly. Alcohol helped him return to the only place he felt safe - the past. Doug is a late night admit. He works at Klements, has held the job for seven months. Doug has lived out all summer, last three weeks under 1st Street viaduct.” It’s close to work and I like it except for the mosquitoes and when it rains." He laughs a rough laugh when he remembers Mort staying with him at his site. "I asked him to keep his shoes on, the smell was that bad." Has a bad cold and cough, eyes red, doesn't look to be doing good. 
 
The old times were better times. 
Raymond Gloss 
Jealousy and rage killed Montrell. He was shot in Brother Love's Discount Liquor by estranged husband of woman he was with. It all happened so fast. One moment his was a living, breathing member of the human race capable of loving and being loved. The next moment he was dead, lying in a pool of his own blood, shot and killed by a man who had been destroyed by his wife's leaving him all on account of jungle fever.
Dark sport jacket and tan, plaid shorts, dirty long brown hair, unkempt beard. This is David. He spots the smoldering cigarette butt on sidewalk in front of library on Wisconsin Ave., picks it up gingerly and begins to puff away. Yes, it is his lucky day, a good day to walk to Lake Geneva. Walk of 70 miles will take two days. To get back to Milwaukee another two days. He finds 29 cents on his walk, a pack of cigarettes and countless butts. Life is good David thought as he walked and walked. He was offered more than one ride but he chose to walk as it gave him something to do. David's mind had unraveled and he felt if he didn't do something like walk he would lose it completely and all he wanted was yesterday which he felt was only a walk away... 
If it makes you happy to be unhappy then by all means be unhappy. It's Christ or chaos, make your choice then live with it. But if you choose Jesus, his blood will cleanse you as it has cleansed me, the blood of Jesus will save you. You make the choice. Do you want to be saved?
Street preacher
 
The old men sit on bench in front of shelter, red-eyed with fatigue and chain-smoked cigarettes to fill their time. Wrinkled, worried, harried. One man stand and shouts obscenities into the night sky. "Every day be the same." said Marvin who stood nearby taking it all in. This was life and they were living it and as bad as things were Marvin knew they could be worse. Life had dealt him a losing hand but at least he had something, he could breathe and smoke rock. Now if he had been born in Africa he knew things would be different. Marvin was grateful for the little he had, grateful for life in general. His focus was always on changing reality and he had fulfilled that focus already this morning when he smoked rock with an old friend under the viaduct. "Every day be the same," Marvin repeated to nobody, to everybody. He had chosen the life of a crack head and that choice kept him living on the streets searching for a high that could not be realized. 
 
I had an abortion, got over a serious drug problem, got divorced and moved to the city. Now we're here waiting to see what happens next. 
Linda 
"You can't always be young, but you can always be immature," Lydell said. 
Restless nights in cheap hotels
Sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells.
The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock-T.S. Eliot 
"It's all about work. Do your work and do it right and everything else should fall in place." 
Work is prayer.
Dorothy Day 
"I live to die, if you know what I mean. Life ain't worth sh--, unless you're willing to put it all on the line, risk it, frisk it, fist it...Now you know what I'm talking about because I sure don't. Pass the bottle, praise the Lord, kiss my ass, I'll help you pour. F---it." Another booze-fueled rant. 
"Shelter" is the unifying poem of the book and the author feels it should be read in that context as he feels his message will be most fully perceived that way. 
shelter dreams number 1 
75 men sleeping on church basement floor, all at one time boys with mothers who loved them and took care of them, now it is about chemical derangement, in communion with Jack Daniels, alcoholic stupor, periodic descents into insanity, sad voice, filled with regret; aching loneliness and empty feeling; tattoo: Born to suffer. musing over the mystery of life while contemplating the meaningless of existence; disillusionment, lost faith; pharmaceutical buffet and the shiftless, the witless, the lawless, the toothless, the bootless, the soap-less; a gifted and facile liar; self destructive binges, ignorance and fear; The Popular Front for the Liberation of Junior's Donut Stand; cost of broken dreams, a sadomasochistic nightmare; empty gestures; under the spell of a gray, raw, rainy day and autumn turns to winter, snows come, then redemption, there's always redemption, exhilarating loneliness, mediocre talent with an exaggerated view of his own importance, grin and shrug, he had the look on his face of someone who has seen something frightening and couldn't get it out of his mind; when you and I were young, finding something greater than ourselves, blotto, pickled, smashed, drug casualty in real life. "Don't mind me, I'm dead." 
Pifflicated 
days of lines and noses, she began to sob, her shoulders shaking. "I need some."
Marinating in their regret.
Wearing his wrist terminal, he told me, work hard, play fair and hide behind Swiss banking secrecy laws whenever you get the opportunity for that is how the game is played, Excuse me if I sound sanctimonious, the air is crisp, the skies are clear, this is what has become of the gray light of dawn; an apostle of drugs and obscenity. 
Hey psst. My man, Can you spare a dime? Or some food. I haven't eaten since Saturday and I'm hungry. The pictures flicker on the screen and then are gone forever. Radamir, we hardly knew ye...The wizard of whup ass was on the avenue
I didn't ask you to smoke, so please, don't ask me not to. Worn bodies, seamed faces, lumpy or scrawny, starting out on a spiritual journey. "You do what you have to. It's as simple as that." a doomed, difficult woman, the unwashed and the unwanted, without dreams you have nightmares, emaciated junkies with vacant expressions, come looking to flop, sorry we're all full, ready to drop. Saw him on a bus, a victim of a double ring up weekend, just another drug-addicted burnout...again, the unwashed and unwanted are asking for your help... It happened many years ago but remembering makes it now...relentless, unforgiving, soul-dimming and bleak; optimist of the will, pessimist of the intelligence; bruised heart, rampant materialism and consumerism, aching loneliness, the disease is a consequence of the wrath of God, forget about trying to find God through rituals and doctrine, turn inward and practice compassion... cracked genius, mind once brilliant mind unraveled by years of drug abuse, functionally vagrant, I love you, you love me, we are one, happy family.
 
"The day was done, one day of all my days. Tomorrow would be another day and I was young." 
Jack London.
 
His mind was swimming with all the information available and he knew there was no easy way to distill all of it. The reference librarian had been a great help but now it was up to him to use the gathered information for a positive purpose. He was adding to knowledge he told himself, adding to the mess he uncovered with his choice of topics. It is hard out here for a pimp, he told himself, feeling overwhelmed by the task ahead. An annotated bibliography would have been a piece of cake in the old days, but this wasn't the old days. He would write his way out and schedule the help of a reference librarian. He had been told that they rock and was soon to find out. 
 
He had the calm confidence of a Christian with four aces.
 
"Setup, conflict, resolution, that's what I'm talking about."
Reggie 
 
Kindness, compassion, respect and well being bring exhilaration and euphoria.
Chester 
 
"Drinking makes the pain tolerable. That's all I want to say about that because nobody wants to hear about my pains or misery. I don't want to hear about my pains or misery. Why should anyone else want to hear about them?" 
George
He sits huddled among all his property in front of the post office on Stipule Ave. Radamir, we hardly knew ye...but then that's the way you wanted it. You didn't want us to know, you only wanted the benefits that government doled out. He knows he is as flawed as the next person, knows he is playing a losing game in a losing land. Radamir will call the bluff, tough it out. He's on the street because that is the way he has always played. 
He carried the host all day after getting it at Gesu morning mass. Every once and awhile he would take it out of baggie, stare at it, mumble a quick prayer then place it back in his shirt pocket. He would ramble, the cryptic ramblings of a zealot.” I will never lay with a woman again. No more trifling. I am pure, just like St. Paul. Those days of trifling are dead and gone. I'm a new man, No more trifling for me. 
George
Stan - you stayed in shelter last night. Your bed number is 22. You are addicted to cocaine and the addiction has already cost you your family, job and friends. With no place else to go you came to shelter where social worker is trying to get you into a treatment program. They all have waiting lists and it might be a months before you're accepted. "Right now, I'll just be quiet as a stone, wait my turn, and see what happens. If I get in, I get in, and if I don't I know where I can crash. It'll be a dope house, but at least it won't be my fault." 
"Life is a compromise, you make adjustments." "I never really planned for the future; I never really planned for anything." "Don't get caught, don't ever get caught."  The inner dialogue continued on, there was no way of stopping it. 
 
"I want to preach a message of hope, want to let all the people living here know that there is a chance, a real chance they can make happen what they want to happen if only they keep plugging along. Believe me, I know it can happen. It has happened for me. Praise Jesus!" 
street preacher 
"What's your sign," he asked. "Catholic," she answered.
 
He was smugly content with his reputation as a lady's man, had limited experience but unlimited imagination. Barry had it working and was the only one who knew it.
 
We may not be able to give much but we can always give the joy that springs from a heart that is in love with God. Joy is very infectious. 
Mother Teresa 
This neighborhood smells of piss, vomit, dog shit, fear, lots of fear. The smell of burnt chocolate that comes from Ambrosia on the east wind. Tonight the air was thick and humid. Jeffrey liked the wet, night air, reminded him of Ohio. He refused to become mired in the web of family bonds, only called on his family when he needed something. He liked being alone to, alone except for his thoughts. His was a meditation on time and desire. To murder his victims was to exercise complete control over them. And to eat them afterward raised it to a whole new level of domination. To eat them was to love them, to totally own them. And he totally owned so many. 
He was confused as he always was, didn't know which way to turn as the doctors had thrown another curve ball and he never could hit a curve.  He did what he had always done when presented with a difficult situation: he drank himself into a stupor.  He knew he was avoiding situation by becoming intoxicated, but the strategy had always worked so he saw no reason to try anything different. "Here's to the holidays, all 365 of them," he toasted to all as he downed his 40. 
"You're sailing against the wind, you know that." "I know." "You always choose the hard way." "It's the only way I know." Jeff and Dave are discussing their lives and how they've reached the present point, young, in their prime and living in a shelter. Laziness has much to do with present predicament but it is really much more complex than that. There is fear involved also, fear of the future and what it holds for them. "You wanna get out and get a forty,"Jeff asks. "I'm buying if you're flying," Dave answers. "You watch front door for me while I split," Jeff says. 
"I worked at a vending company in Los Angeles and my bosses had me tearing up cardboard boxes. Got a room out there but lost job after two weeks. I guess I was drinking too much PBR then. Really didn't get fired though, it was more like a layoff. I'd ripped up all the boxes and there weren't any more to rip up." He raised his fists to the sky. "You tell me why the sky is green?" 
Gary from the Falls 
 
"You know what I want. I want yesterday.  Now pass the mother------ my way, my motherf---- ni----.  That's right motherf-----, Daddy wants a motherf------- pull, pass the motherf----- heah!" 
Dave the drunk
 
"You have your religion and I have my drinking. We're both looking for the same thing, just going about it in a different manner. Now my drinking makes me feel confident, alive and I drink with such abandon that I always am either flying like a kite or nursing a hangover on my way down. Do something for me, will ya?  Anything.  Just make me feel like yesterday and please give me hope for tomorrow.  
They're looking for me. I read about it in the morning newspaper.
Bob 
 
Ratch is on a bus to Wrigley on a beautiful April morning. The computers are down at university and I should be with Ratch. The lament of the lonely...I should be with Ratch. Cubs might play two today. 
For all the hardships he was facing, he was still not discouraged. He sat in his wheelchair and drew it all, his surroundings, people he met and visited with, characters from inside his mind. He smiled easily, loved openly and was an inspiration to all he came in contact with.
 
"When's the TV coming out?"
#1 question in shelter. TV was used by staff as a reward for doing chores, helping keep shelter clean, and getting donations unloaded and put away. 
He was remembered for his singing of "Dixie" on the drop of a shot glass and he died watching NASCAR in his pursuit of irrelevance. Life was all about the buzz, baby, all about the buzz and he died just as he lived sitting on the kitchen floor, back propped against wall, a half-full glass of whiskey in his hand. 
Milton - You are number 27 on waiting list. You sleep outside most of year but the recent bitter cold weather has made you seek shelter. Your mental illness causes you to fear other people and now you're afraid your toes and fingers have frostbite. They are hurting and turning blue. Reality bites hard when one lives outside during the winter months, bites so hard that in can remove part of you. 
"I won't be long for the world. But that's alright. I had fun while it lasted." 
Leon, full blown AIDS
 
Show me a hero and I will write you a tragedy.
F.Scott Fitzgerald
 
Jeff felt the stirring in his stomach, knew he would exercise full control over some poor chap before the clock struck midnight, and looked to the dark lord for the answer to his compulsions.  It was time to roll and he was happy he had been prodded into action, knew he lived to kill others and have sex with their corpses.  It was dirty work but someone had to do it and that someone was him.  He was self-appointed and wouldn't have it any other way.
Nellie, ex-con, drinks, will not take guff from any man. In shelter and works at Goldman's. Takes Prozac and feels it is working because her nervous twitch has gone away. "Never drink with an Irishman or play cards with a Jew because you'll hate yourself in the morning and I know all there is to know about hating myself in the morning,” Nellie said. "In fact, I know self-hatred better than just about anyone. I'll hate it before I know anything about it.  That is just the way I am.  Pass me a drink, motherf------.  That's how you make momma happy.  You can take that to the motherf------- bank, my motherf------."
Vincent gets discharged after asking staff to call police on him. He was working in kitchen without an apron. More of a joke than anything, he was feeling comfortable after preparing turkey dinner with all the fixins, after all he was in a kitchen and he was the chef. Staff didn't like his smart aleck answer and ran him on the spot. "I can't believe this is happening to me," he said as he packed his belongings and left shelter. Keeping it real, Milwaukee style. 
The important thing is to strive.
Aldo Leopold 
The important thing is to survive.
Chester 
He gulped down his fourth anti-anxiety tab of the evening and knew the only way to face the music was to dull the edges. "Time to roll," he told himself and got up to leave and make the short walk to class. It was 6:20 pm on the first Wednesday in May, in 2001 in the year of our Lord. " 
Let me tell you of the sorrows of gin. It ruined me, ruined my life. At one time I had everything, a wife, a family, a job. Apparently they were not enough. The sweet gin fizz did me in. Gin Fizz gave me the biz.
Under the spreading chestnut tree, I sold you and you sold me.
George Orwell
The humbler the work the greater should be your love and efficiency. Be not afraid of a life of sacrifice.
Mother Teresa
Vaya Con Dios..."I need bus fare to get my meds at county."
Phillip, panhandling at Gesu right after 7 a.m. Mass 
He was genetically predisposed toward addiction. Anyways, that was his excuse for lying in the gutter in his own vomit and soiled clothes. He knew cue-driven memory exacerbated his feelings of depression, knew it but did nothing to try and change. 
 
All the dreams 
All the schemes 
and all the beautiful scenes, that ever were 
First never were 
Then were forever 
Then never, ever were again. 
Chongo. homeless rock-climber 
"The Homeless Interpretation of Quantum Mechanics" 
"Well have to work, sort of the dark side, if you will."
VP Richard Cheney on Meet the Press weekend after 9/11 
 
He was valedictorian at Washington High, same class as Bud Selig and Herb Kohl. His Dad played for Curly Lambeau's Packers and coached at South Division. Roger attended Northwestern and Madison, now he shovels snow wherever he is needed. Visited with Roger the shoveler Easter Saturday, first time since Christmas Eve.
 
The two noblest of things are sweetness and light.
Jonathan Swift 
 
Tobacco is the tomb of love.
Benjamin Disraeli 
 
I've never had a problem with drugs, only policemen.
Keith Richard 
 
I have taken more out of alcohol than alcohol has taken out of me.
Winston Churchill 
 
Work is love made visible.
Dorothy Day 
 
He knew women were instruments of temptation, knew they were only here to trap him and make him a sinner. "I don't trifle, won't trifle. My trifling days are done. I know the Lord and he has work for me and trifling is not part of the equation."
George 
 
He worked for a hazardous waste vendor and some of the people of the small town he lived in suspected him of being friends with the devil. Rumor had it that he could shrink himself so that he could sneak into people's home through a keyhole where he would drink the blood of sleeping children.
My optimism rests on my belief in the infinite possibilities of the individual to develop non-violence. The more infectious it becomes till it overwhelms your surroundings and by and by might oversweep the world.
Gandhi 
 
Then Pa began to play again the song about Old Grimes. But he did not sing the words he had sung when Mom was making cheese. 
"Shall auld acquaintance be forgot.
and never brought to mind?
Shall old acquaintance be forgot.
and the days of auld lang syne?
And the days of auld lang syne, my friend.
and the days of auld lang syne.
Should auld acquaintance be forgot
and the days of auld lang syne?" 
When the fiddle had stopped singing Laura had called out softly, "What are the days of auld lang syne, Pa?"
"They are the days of long ago, Laura," Pa said. "Go to sleep now." 
But Laura laid awake a little, listening to Pa's fiddle softly playing and to the lonely sound of the wind in the Big Woods. She looked at Pa sitting on the bench by the hearth, the firelight gleaming on his brown hair and beard and glistening on the honey-dew fiddle. She looked at Ma, gently rocking and knitting. She thought to herself, "This is now." 
She was glad that the cozy house and Pa and Ma and the firelight and music were now. They could not be forgotten, she thought because now is now. It can never be a long time ago.
Laura Ingalls Wilder 
He thought of these words as he finished reading "Little House in the Big Woods" and remembered how he had read the book to his children many years ago as they took a car trip out west. He realized he had an endless capacity for regret as he thought back to these happy days and wondered again how he had lost everything. You are a sad sonofabitch he told himself and you deserve your fate, your suffering. You had it all and you threw it away on alcohol and lies. Hadn't his daughter loved the stories of Pa and Laura, hadn't she told him she wished she could have lived the pioneer life?  He was living like a pioneer now, in a tent down by the viaduct.
Iron shapes iron as friend shapes friend. 
 
Indispensable to bliss, heartrendingly sad; post modern ghetto where there are no jobs, no hope and few human services, plagued by health crisis' including AIDS, TB, pediatric asthma and depression at every age level but especially the young. This is the America Mai came to, the land of the free and home of the brave. She lost hearing when a shell exploded in her hut in village. Brothers and sisters and mothers killed in blast, only her Dad and Mai survived shell, came to Milwaukee from refugee camp. Saved by Paul, her pimp or so he claims. Mr. Big with drugs around shelter. Pimp, dealer, thug. Mai's soul engineer. "The best way to make your dreams come true is to wake up. I can take anything but feeling sorry for oneself. If you want it you have to grab it, hold onto it, fight for it," Paul stated. Paul had the answers to Mai's questions and was her salvation. They both lived in a shelter; both had a roof over their heads. 
 
I shot the mother f----- in the ass. He was stealing my radio. Any more questions motherf------?  I got a few bullets left. That's right motherf-------.  I'm talking to you.  Suck on this, mother------. How do like those apples, mother-----?
Valary
 
"I'm broke and living on air. When I wake up in the morning what gets me through my day are my hopes and dreams for tomorrow. There is none of that left. I feel doomed from the moment I wake.  Used to be I was excited about life, about living first thing in the day.  Used to be..." his voice trailed off into a mumble.
Richard
Lonely men, slowly dying on basement floor... 
He felt the world owed him what he needed and wasn't bashful about asking for it. 
Rory wanted to cap me in 89. Now we are friends and always will be. True story.
Valary 
Dreams are wiser than man.
Omaha 
 
The 40 year old man was brought to shelter by his elderly father who said,” It’s time he grew up." 
He was in the wrong place at the wrong time, smoked rock with the wrong persons and got sent up for 27 years. Thomas, we hardly knew ye... 
He chugged a quart of hard liquor, sat on floor, leaned against fridge and died watching race on television. 
"You're too self-involved and should focus on others." "It's something to think about." he answered giving perfect comeback to anyone serving advice. 
Crip'n Ain't Easy 
Gang graffiti 
 
After a few sets of ninety proof curls with liquid free weights he decided it was time to get to the bottom of this mystery: what is the meaning of life and why does it matter?  Nothing matters is what he felt.  It never had and never will.  All the wondering amounted to a big fat nothing.  Sad but true, in the land of the free and the home of the tree.  He recited to himself the Joyce Kilmer poem he had learned as a child. "I think that I will never see, a poem as lovely as a tree."  That was all of the poem he could remember.  Hell, he had learned it when he was seven years old.  That was many years ago, far too many than he cared to remember. Now he thought of Tom lying up in the hospital, a stroke victim.  Just last week they had been laughing together.  And now Tom might never laugh again.   
Deep faith eliminates fear.
Lech Walesa 
 
We don't die, we multiply. 
gang slogan 
 
Her eyes were cold and distant. "Ignorance is bliss," she shouted over the jukebox. He just sat and sadly shook his head. The evening had been ruined and maybe more. 
A damp, stale scent permeated the basement. "It's over, that's the end," he muttered. "It wasn't my fault either." 
He hears voices saying,” You blew it." The haunted look in his eyes hinted of dark turmoil. All he wanted was to see if the class clown still had anything to laugh about. "Do you ever feel like you are doomed?" 
"I look into your eyes and nothing is happening."
Cedrick 
 
 
 
 
 
Mother’ s Letter

"I Thirst"
My Dearest Children, Sisters, Brothers, and Fathers,
This Letter Being Very Personal, I wanted to write in my own hand--but there are so many things to say. Even if not in Mother's hand, still it comes from Mother's heart. 
Jesus wants me to tell you again, specially in this Holy Week, how much love he has for each of you--beyond all you can imagine. I worry some of you still have not really met Jesus--one to one--you and Jesus alone. We may spend time in chapel--but have with the eyes of your soul how He looks at you with love? Do you really know the living Jesus--not from the books but from being with Him in your heart? Have you heard the loving words He speaks to you? Ask for grace, He is longing to give it. Until you can hear Jesus in the silence of your own heart, you will not be able to hear Him saying "I Thirst" in the hearts of your neighbors. Never give up this daily intimate contact with Jesus as the real living person--not just the idea. How can we last even one day without hearing Jesus say "I love you"--impossible. Our soul needs that as much as the body needs to breathe air. If not, prayer is dead--meditation only thinking. Jesus wants you each to hear Him--speaking in the silence of your heart.
Be careful of all that can block that personal contact with the living Jesus. The Devil may try to use the hurts of life, and sometimes our own mistakes--to make you feel it is impossible that Jesus really loves you, is really cleaving to you. This is a danger for all of us. And so sad, because it is completely opposite of what Jesus is really wanting, waiting to tell you. Not only that He loves you, but even more--He longs for you! He misses you when you don't come close. He thirsts for you. He loves you always, even when you don't feel worthy. When not accepted by others, even by yourself sometimes--He is the one who always accepts you. My children, you don't have to be different for Jesus to love you. Only believe--You are precious to Him. Bring all you’re suffering to His feet--only open your heart to be loved by Him as you are. He will do the rest.
You all know in your mind that Jesus loves you--but in this letter Mother wants to touch your heart instead. Jesus wants to stir up your hearts, so not to lose our early love, especially in the future when Mother leaves you. That is why I ask you to read this letter before the Blessed Sacrament, the same place it was written, so Jesus himself can speak to you each one. 
 
The eagle eats the fish that swallowed the frog that enjoyed the dragonfly. 
Grandpa Jasper 
 
The wind out of the north caused the wind chill to fall to minus 35 and he huddled close to building in an attempt to keep out of cold blasts which felt like tiny hot pokers on his face. He was so cold his skin felt like it was burning up. He decided to make the two block walk to the shelter and get inside away from the elements. It would be his first time in a shelter in over five years but his fiery skin told him to go. Maybe he could avoid doing intake with shelter worker, just warm up for a half hour then make it back to his camp by the river. He needed to be inside now, his fiery skin was telling him. 
Japanese conducted experiments on frostbite in the 1930's by dousing Chinese prisoners and placing them outside in freezing weather to see how long they would live. True story, you can look it up. Cows cry and now I know why. You can look that up too. 
 
Where did all the years go?" he said, wiping a tear from his eye. "Don't expect much from life then whatever happens you won't be disappointed." He was absorbed in self pity and anger, his dreams gone to rust. "I'm not angry anymore. Nothing gets me upset. I see others mad, upset and I just think it's a waste of time. You see your best buddy blown to bits, friends screaming out in death for their mothers. It was horrible over in the Nam, more horrible than you can ever imagine. If I have any advice it would be not to enlist, don't go. It's a nightmare and I'm living it. I'd have to say I got more than I bargained for when I joined the United States Marines. Now pass me the motherf------- pipe, my motherf------ nigger. 
 
I prefer winter and fall, when you feel the bone structure of the landscape--the loneliness of it, the dead feeling of winter. Something waits beneath it, the whole story doesn't show.
Andrew Wyeth 
 
He wanted to know again the beauty and wonder of life, wanted to feel the excitement of creativity. Do your Groppi thing, do it up right. The good father will see you through this mess you call life, he will provide the answers. Talk to his wife to make sure it is alright. 
He was real good at giving advice and real bad at taking it, nursed his ulcer with Blatz and Jack Daniels. "I got AIDS from a bathroom mat in your shelter and my doctor will cure me for $1,000. Can you pay me now or do I have to talk to my lawyer. He'll sue, all I have to do is ask," John said. 
He smiled and raised his brows."I've got nothing to say so I'll go ahead and say it. One more messup and you're finished, that's all it takes and your life is ruined, over. It's easy to run away but once you've run then where do you go? Don't even mention that cocaine-snorting psychopath to me. Benny is in a bad way, a selfish way and will do nothing positive until he gets off the me first kick he has been on. And that, I predict, will be the start of his recovery, Not until he makes the hard choices will any of this begin. Not tomorrow, not the day after tomorrow. He'll decay away just like the rest. I do not foresee any redemption for him." 
She looked around and saw decay every where even among the young students as they stared intently into their computer screens. Not a one was smiling and several of the two dozen or so were actually scowling or frowning. Ahh, to be young and unhappy. It was hard where ever one went. 
Pimp 1. A person, esp. a man, who solicits customers for a prostitute or a brothel, usually in return for a share of the earnings; pander; procurer. 2. a despicable person. 3. Australia and New Zealand. an informer; stool pigeon. A “verb (used without object) 4. to act as a pimp. A verb (used with object) 5. to act as a pimp for. 6. to exploit. 
I was a pimp. Pick your definition. A pimp living in a homeless shelter.  
It was lights out at 9 and if one wanted to visit they had to go to recroom where lights remained on until 10. Tony would always find an excuse to sit up in the office as he was a light sleeper and the snoring and grinding teeth bothered him. If only he could stay au until midnight, watch Arsenio or Jay or anything to take his mind off the reality of his life. The night worker sat in front of typewriter pecking away. He had decided to bring meaning to his life by recording it and record it he did through the use of the typewritten word, Tony disliked the night worker who seemed more concerned with his typing than his job of serving the homeless. He made a note to complain about him to his social worker tomorrow morning and see if that made him change his ways of all type-no communication. Tony had taken it upon himself to right wrong where ever he saw it, a responsibility that kept him busy. It was his job to take care of transgressions whenever and where ever he encountered them and him felt well, like he was doing something important. It is hard out here for a pimp Tony told himself, then tried to bum a cigarette from Joe, who claimed to have none. Yes, it is hard out here for a pimp... 
 
shelter dreams number 2 
 
He filled his emptiness with lies, precise and lucid lies, crippled by his obsessions, the mystery of sex and the failure of love, cutting rawness of the winter wind, eyes glazed, speech slowed and slurred, redemptive power of love, the final sign of something passing, unimaginable squalor, stoned and empty, complex depths of human nature, the dark fades to a cold gray, death as the central fact of life, as the afternoon fades toward evening, boozing womanizer, bitter disappointments of a boozy middle aged barfly, self delusion and hypocrisy, listless, another misjudgment of surrounding reality, a state of emotional disrepair, seeking liquid salvation, the chill wind of dawn, the Pope of dope, King Vitamin himself, slanting autumn sunshine, bruised face and bloodshot eyes, gender blur, running on empty for years, misfortune and revenge, traumatized by failure, guilt and resentment, anger, anguished sense of inferiority, fear and dreams, deeply preoccupied with death, ruthless opportunist, lives by his wits, painfully conscious of his own shortcomings, a large, tired-looking face on a sun-washed summer afternoon, lazy, careless, and stupid; life as a cosmic joke, an absurdity; a failure as a success and a failure as a failure, older, sadder, wiser; all hat and no cattle; decorate the sidewalks and wake with a headache; a sloppy drunk on psyche drugs, boiling up his spine; bittersweet nostalgia The final spasm, the chain of pain. The politics of poverty. Consumerism. Militarism. Streets shimmer from rain and streetlights. Emotional disintegration. Ginger Baker is dead. He was stating the obvious in a complicated way, his mood swings were wild and unpredictable, his was hollow and soulless existence...shattered dreams, another drunken crying jag, dipsomania. neat and clean, simple and plain. a dream has slowly faded, then bloomed before fading again, remote sadness and boozy sentimentality, seriously flawed human beings seeking redemption, using anger to fuel change, caught in a downward spiral to oblivion, moral hunger realized through drug-dimmed eyes, cosmic slop, live and learn, forgive and forget, it just doesn't matter. Another psalm singing sonofabitch, spiritual bankruptcy of a country devoted to materialism, ego deflation, cancer ridden and drug addled, psychological autopsy and the survival of any credit based economy hinges on public consumption and confidence, embrace irresponsible behavior, digitizing millions of books, put them on Internet with full text accessible to anyone, if it bleeds it leads, his inability to climb out of alcohol's abyss, brilliant and erratic he was at home in the heart of God, to satisfy the demons that possess him, the inner turmoil of guilt simmered with resentment, emotionally frozen, a boozy old flirt had a sad, faraway look in her eyes, pale winter sun, absorb pain silently, ill at ease with the ways of the world, Sic transit gloria, he felt an empty sadness, mass culture has numbed the soul, empty streets, lonely bars, broken hearts and broken promises, strain of aging, heavy gray clouds overhead,sexual anxiety and the mist of wishes and dreams, cold steady drizzle and his obsession with the past, beautiful and empty, caught up in his own magnitude, bitterness and disappointment, sense of ridiculous, 75 men sleeping on church basement floor, calling out for their mothers in the darkness.
Phillip Workman was executed by the state of Tennessee 5/9/07.  His last request was that vegetarian pizzas be given to the homeless as his last meal.
Rumor is not always wrong.
Tacitus
 
It's about all the dumb shit you have to do to get through the day. There was too much to put up with so I just dropped out. End of story, but the story never ends and he knew that fact and lived up to it. 
Hell is other people.
Jean Paul-Sarte 
Elijah lived at 1514 Acorn, had two children in Los Angeles, none in Shreveport. He told the fable of the bluegill and the dragonfly that happened one summer morning on Heart Lake. "Somedays the bluegill eats the butterfly, other days it's the other way around. That's the beauty and wonder of life or the wonder and beauty if you prefer." 
Pass me the motherf------ pipe, motherf-----.
Tony the TV man, we hardly knew ye. 
 
He was vastly impressed with himself, wasn't just another aluminum can tycoon. The first buzz is the best buzz he told himself but died because of this belief. He woke one hot summer morning and chugged a 40, then laid back to enjoy the buzz and dozed back off. The anti-psychotic medication he was taking inhibited his body's ability to regulate body temperature so he essentially baked himself when he didn't leave his room during the summer's worst hot spell. Environmental hypothermia was official cause of death. Pride should have also been listed. 
 
"The past thirty years have broken strange for me. Let her have these," he said handing over a stack of quarters. "I lost a daughter," he said before walking out of the oyster bar into the early Tampa evening.
 
It's not that some people have willpower and some don't. It's that some people are ready to change and some are not.
social worker 
 
God Bless America and Please Hurry 
spray painted sign near Hattiesburg 
 
"She was bad at saying no. You figure out the rest." "You start with the premise that deep down they all want it." "Deep down they all are sluts and demand our precious bodily fluids. And if we weren't such horn dogs we be saying no, but can't control our predatory nature. I'm going to get a drink. You want anything?" Dave paused before answering, "think I could go for a drink too. Why don’t you pick me up a forty. I got nothing better to do, n------." 
He treasured his collection of Frank Zappa cassette tapes, carried them along with walkman, everywhere he went. Loved to sit in library all day and groove to the sound of Frank. The soundtrack of his life... 
"The memories are mine alone, don't belong to anyone else. There's enough there to keep me going." 
The humbler the work, the greater should be your love and efficiency. Be not afraid of a life of sacrifice.
Mother Teresa
Thank you Dave 
He shouted incoherently to the people below as his legs dangled over the side. "Soothe a troubled mind, that's all I'm asking. I'm being forcibly treated with mind-altering drugs, not being helped. Why am I being treated like this? Why?" I guess it just doesn't matter. You live then you die. End of story or maybe just the beginning?
Vincent 
Her eyes misted over and tears began to roll freely down her face. They couldn't take her children,could they? She felt angry, hurt and betrayed, alone in her silent distress, haunted by a feeling of impending doom. "Age exposes us," she muttered to no one in particular the pair of knit mittens had gotten wet and now her fingers throbbed in pain. She thought of lying somewhere on a beach in the warm sun. The gentle sound of waves lapping at her feet soothed her mind. "Imagination can take you anywhere you want to be. I am warm because of my thought processes, I am warm because I want to be." Two days later three frostbitten fingers were removed from her left hand. A week later she lost her whole right hand to frostbite. She prayed when she woke from the operation and saw her hand gone, prayed for strength to overcome this obstacle in her life. And while she prayed she searched through the old hiding places in the recesses of her mind hoping to find the rock that had brought her to the present situation in life. The rock would soothe the pain of living, the rock would make all things better. "They say we build the future on experiences we have had in our past," she muttered out loud to all the health care professionals surrounding her as she lay in her bed, thinking of the glory of the rock. Her dismal existence had come to this. She was going to lose the only thing in life that mattered, the only things that made life worth living. Her children were already being fostered by others and the county was working with their people to take them away legally. First her fingers and now her children. It isn't fair, she thought. Life isn't fair. 
The story came to him at 2:30 a.m. as he was lying awake in bed and unable to sleep. He envisioned himself as the Iceman with supporting characters of GiGi and Muffy. He drove a Lexus and lived a life of luxury, made love to only beautiful women, who begged him for his sexual services. Yes, he was certainly the Iceman, a great pool player with about a 12 handicap in golf. The story had many layers, all with him as a central figure. The Iceman cometh, he told himself before getting up to start a new day, a new adventure. Life had come to this fantasy but at least he had that. He could be on a bus on the way to Wrigley with all his friends but he chose a life of isolation... 
 
He lived in an alcohol daze and was utterly content. The thing he was most proud of was his ongoing humility. You can take everything you want, just leave my humility he thought. It was him against the world. The world had won, and he refused to understand that simple fact. Instead, he chose to drink himself into a coma each and everyday and when he woke he did it all over again. His life was a hard life, but it was his and he liked that fact best. Mo is up early to swab Enids, get a few beers inside him, feel young again. Bob pulled him in shelter last Sunday morning, let him shower and do a load of wash. Mo's been working for Badger Advertising last twenty years, he's his own boss, works when he wants to, drinks when he wants to. Gets a draw on pay at the end of the day, goes to store and buys a couple of 40's and meets with the gang, Doug, Kyle, Gerald. They like to drink and laugh and drink some more. He carries picture of himself in Viet Nam standing next to helicopter in sun, sandy hair worn long in front, skinny arms, no belly. a picture of youth. Mo's son came down with his new bride from Ashland and they all went out and got plastered. "There's nothing like family," Mo says. "My son loves me and that's all that matters." The days melted one into another. Living on the streets would do that he told himself. A 40 for breakfast, another 40 in the afternoon and soon all days became the same. Two times 40 multiplied many times was as close to eternity he would ever experience, but it felt good and that was all that mattered. Feeling good was all that mattered...that and family. 
James on today's youth: "The trouble with young blood today is they can't wait to rub your face in their slickness. They tell you they slick. Back when I was coming up if you was slick you didn't have to tell anyone, peoples just knew." 
 
Juan is banned from shelter after poking staff with finger while making a point. Newspaper account reveals he is being held in homicide investigation of an elderly woman on the southside, who was murdered and raped during home invasion, an "M" carved in her chest. Juan came to Milwaukee after Castro emptied jails. Police investigators thought the "M" signified "Marielito". 
Dewitt up early and running his mouth in office."Hey man, give me a quarter. This place is like jail or drug rehab." Rummages through hats and scarves. "Hey man, I need a coat and a bag lunch, going to try and find work today. Could use a bus ticket too." Stayed in shelter five different times last year and is back again. Will be timed out for "save bed, no show" later in week. Night house manager will pull his 4" by 6" card and carefully record Dewitt's no show and note that it is sixth time Dewitt is guilty of this specific infraction. He will be timed out for one year as he has reached a threshold that is unacceptable in business were beds are for people with no place to call home and not a place to crash when it is convenient. You have to know the ins and outs to play the game and Dewitt is being penalized because he is a player of the system. Dewitt has other ideas and is extremely upset when told he is out for a year and demands he see his social worker. Social worker's name is on 4 by 6 card and has been erased six times in last year. I stink, therefore I am. Dewitt knew one thing and that was he needed a shower. That's what I'm talking about. 
 
A deranged whore, she was busted for dealing heroin, and she got ten years for selling dime bags in the neighborhood. Life was not fair and she lived the truth behind that maxim. 
J.T.took one hundred milligrams of the sedative after checking into a motel and he knew his life was over just as he knew he was useless and past his prime. His life was behind him and now it was his choice to end it all here. In his younger days he would have rallied and come back from this despair which now enveloped his whole being. If only he had chosen to take the vows of silence and poverty, if only he had the courage to be a man. He was out of if onlies and he was ready now for it all to be over. 
Tim hands in his buck knife every night at admission. He wears the blue skull cap over his shaggy blond hair, pants low on his hips, the hint of crack always there. Black guys have nicknamed him fat ass, but it is really a term of endearment as he is so free with his Tops roll em ups. 
 
We may not be able to give much but we can always give the joy that springs from a heart that is in love with God. Joy is very infectious.
Mother Teresa 
 
The High Plains, the beginning of the desert west, often act like a crucible for those who inhabit them.  Like Jacob's angel, the region requires that you wrestle with it before it bestows a blessing.
Kathleen Norris
Dakota
A Spiritual Geography
Victor started sobbing when he spoke of his mother. She had died and Victor knew he was a disappointment to her. He again felt a deadening fatigue and wanted a drink. Yes, a drink was the answer. I have little appetite for looking at myself, Victor thought. Visions of the past drifted in and out of focus. She was so good to me but thinking of her fills me with sadness because it reminds me of everything I've lost. 
He had an air of quiet detachment. 
Nobody gets everything they want. If they do, they don't want enough. Now pass the motherf------- pipe, motherf-----. My n-----, my motherf------ n-----.
Benny 
 
All horseplayers die broke.
Damon Runyon 
 
The United States economy was a giant Ponzi scheme and it was closing in on payback time. The rooster were coming home to roost but unfortunately they would find the home mortgaged to the hilt and owned lock, stock and barrel by the Chinese. 
"Don't ever give up on your dream because you never know what the future might bring.”
Pete Rose 
 
"Once you try it you're gonna love it and once you start loving it you're going to lose everything you have, everything. Cocaine is evil, pure and simple. It got me and I'm just trying to warn you before you end up like me. Do you want to end up like me? You'll end up broke and defeated and if that's what you want go for it." "All I want is a taste. And I'm confident of my place in the food chain." 
Snow fell gently in the faint, amber glow of the avenue and he realized he wasn't alone, Dad was with him to enjoy the game on the radio. Savo's radio had brought his Dad to him and for this he'd be eternally grateful. Time is kind, he thought. It dulls the harsh memories and brightens the warm ones.
 
A series of reminiscences and vignettes, finding joy in the simple moments of the beauty and wonder of life. 
 
"Words can echo through a lifetime, remember that next time you criticize a child or anyone for that matter." "I was just kidding," he said. "That's the point I am trying to make. You were just kidding but after hearing your kidding a thousand times they'll take it for fact."
 
I returned and saw under the sun that the race is not to the swift, nor the battle to the strong, neither yet bread to the wise, nor yet riches to men of understanding, nor yet favor to men of skill but time and chance happen to them all. 
Ecclesiastes 
 
Katherine - You stayed at shelter last night, your bed number is 47. This is your third night in shelter after leaving your apartment during an argument with your boyfriend who threatened you. He has beaten you before. All your belongings are at apartment you shared with him but you are afraid to return there. Your stay in shelter is limited to 30 days and you are very distressed as to what will happen to you when you have to leave and for what the future holds.
It is all about the buzz.  You find a way to replicate that feeling and you've found the answer to the million dollar question. Now pass the motherf------ pipe, my motherf------- n-----..
I seen my opportunities and I took em. 
George Washington Plunkitt
Tammany Hall 
The teen boy attended Milwaukee Vincent and didn't want any of his classmates knowing he lived in shelter with mother and sisters. He affected a casual, blasé attitude this hour and tried on different attitudes as if they were clothes. He had a sad knowledge of the ways of the world at the age of 15. 
"Let's think double for a moment. Is it possible every word might mean something apart from its obvious meaning, perhaps even its opposite?" Vincent was confused by reality. Confused by life. But it all folded around again back on itself and for one moment he had clarity of thought, but soon the confusion returned. It was fun while it lasted Vincent told himself 
 
He'd play Sinatra songs on the jukebox and whine about all the girls that had done him wrong, all the girls that had gotten away. 
 
Man is born free, and he is everywhere in chains. 
Jean-Jacques Rosseau 
 
Thanksday-I once met a young man in a shelter who suggested we change the name of Thursday to Thanksday to help remind people weekly to be more thankful for what they have.  With apologies to Thor, the Norse god of war for which Thursday is named, we like the idea, knowing we live blessed lives and with the season of giving right around the corner we should share our blessings.
"But" is a fence over which few leap.
German proverb
 
He had a bar stool for the bottom part of his body and spent most days forgetting what he didn't want to remember and remembering what he didn't want to forget. He thought about her with an aching fondness, remembered her beauty and light and laugh, forgot she had ruined him. It felt good to be alone and thinking of her. He lived poor, ate poor, slept poor. Dark folds of soggy skin appeared under his eyes. "They're only there if you don't look," he said. 
 
The family is the most complex institution there is. Nothing even comes close except maybe a circus. 
 
The note came months after she left the shelter. "You went out of your way to be nice to me when you didn't have to. I just wanted to thank you for that, let you know how much I appreciate it." 
 
The message read: "We are a 501 (c) (3) corporation and all donations are tax deductible." 
 
For some odd reason Vincent felt comfort in this and knelt down to pray to Jesus, his Savior. I am living in a tax shelter he told himself, a tax shelter that praises our Lord. Life was uncertain, but good and with Jesus on your side nothing bad could happen to him. He thought of the "I Thirst" passage, ruminated on the beauty of the words of Mother... 
I think that if we examine our lives, we will find that most good has come to us from the few loyalties, and a few discoveries made many generations before we were born, which must always be made anew.   These too may sometimes appear to come by chance, but in the infinite web of things and events chance must be something different from what we think it to be.  To comprehend that is not given to us, and to think of it is to recognize a mystery, and to acknowledge that necessity of faith.  As I look back on the part of the mystery which in my own life, my own fable, what I am most aware of is that we receive more than we can ever give; we receive it from the past, on which we draw with every breath.
Edwin Muir
An Autobiography
Never give up. Never, never, never. 
Winston Churchill 
 
"The path of excess you have chosen often leads through shelters, prisons and graveyards. But it is not too late to change your ways. No, it is never too late to come to the Lord's side. Accept Jesus as your savior and all problems will evaporate. That I can tell you for a fact. 
 
Joe and I listened to Manny Maudlin, the blues dj. Joe V. loved the blues, loved Little Milton. John got the late night discussion around to Nazi extermination policy and was wondering if it could happen again. "It does everyday," Joe said. 
 
Do all the good you can, by all the means you can, in all the ways you can, in all the places you can, to all the people you can, as long as you can.
John Wesley 
The fall bike ride opened a floodgate of memories as he tried to pedal away the feelings of guilt and regret. The pain of leaving everyone you love remained with him as he rode the bike through his memory. He thought of how he loved her and missed the fine lines of her warm body, the beauty of her smile which had warmed his heart countless times...The autumn sun warmed him as he headed south, his face to the sun. He had a job and a house and a family at one time. It begins here he tells himself, the rest of your life begins here. You can have it all again, it can be yours.... He lived his life in a sense of inescapable twilight and was looking to close the deal before the sun went down. 
 
Fred gets in shelter worker's face as he arrives for work Saturday afternoon, warns him to stay away from him. "As a matter of fact all staff should stay away from me. Charlene's been messing with me and asked me not to bring trouble on anyone here so that's all I am saying." Fred is sober but planning to get juiced. Sits on outside bench with Erma, who just rolls her eyes. Worker goes inside, reads his email including one stating he has made a friend for life in Fred James because he let him use bus pass last Sunday on Father's Day. Fred leaves front of shelter and returns at six intoxicated. He is told by staff he can't come in. He explodes in a rage and police are called when he refuses to leave. They arrive a short time later and talk with Fred outside. He informs them he was mad because he was asked to go to detox and will spend night at friend's house. Leaves but comes back at 11:30 p.m. Lays on buzzer. Police are called again but this time they don't show as it is Summerfest Saturday night in Milwaukee. Fred falls asleep on bench and shelter worker decides to use scream strategy to roust him, get him to move on. Worker gets his courage up, goes outside and screams in Fred's face. Fred awakes and looks at worker through an unfocused gaze, then closes eyes and passes out again. He stumbles off sometime during early morning hours, is timed out for a month at next staff meeting, does not return. Worker is soon gone too as he realizes working with homeless is not his calling. Worker believes his scream strategy is effective as it worked on Roger also when he arrived at bar time one early morning wanting to speak with his girlfriend who was staying inside shelter. 
 
"We are the canaries in the coal mine of this affluent culture. When we start dropping off you had better watch out. Time is short anyways. The end is near and you'd better get right with Jesus while the getting is good. Pass the pipe, motherf------." 
 
Chris got out of his sleeping bag and stretched, looked for the book he'd been reading before sleep had overtaken him. Huckleberry Finn was a favorite of his; he'd read parts of it a dozen times. He remembered how Buck explained a feud: "A man has a quarrel with another man and then kills him;...by and by everybody's killed off, and there ain't no more feud." Chris was involved in a feud of sorts with members of 2-7. He'd go about his day watching his back and on alert for anything and everything. They wouldn't get him, he was ready for anything they could bring. He patted his pocket to make sure his knife was ready in case he needed it.
The life of a homeless person was not all glamour Chris told himself. His was a disillusioned existence, framed by addiction and mental illness. Chris never felt he had never fit anywhere except the streets and the streets were his home and for living the life he had chosen. He was free, as free as one could be he believed.
Too bad his so-called friends Roger and John did not understand him or the truth he had chosen. 
Chris reached down into his knapsack and found the half-empty bottle. He toasted his friends quietly then took a long pull of reality and waiting for the soothing buzz to blossom between his ears. 
...morning in America.. 
 
Montrell, neighbor boy, comes to door crying, needs to use the phone. Calls 9-1-1. His uncle is beating his aunt with piece of banister, beating her bad, blood splattering everywhere, even on Montrell. The young boy shakes and cries. "I've never seen anything like this before." We give him a soda, then ice cream. Police come and take a statement, then take him away. 
Edna wears cast on her leg. Husband threw her through 2nd floor window. Now she smiles each time she passes shelter reception desk. Hides the pain with her smile. "Edna, go home," husband's voice commands from answering machine, his voice drips with hatred."Get your ass home so I can whip it again." 
An old shelter joke, this one goes way back. Why are there shelter jokes? To make people feel good about themselves? I don't think so. Think about Edna next time you feel like telling the joke, think about her smile, her meekness. Think about "Edna, go home. Get your ass home so I can whip it again." 
Become good at cheating and you never need to become good at anything else. 
Banksy 
"You're on social security so you can't buy a lottery ticket." He looked to the man, an old bum that has been a fixture on Main Street since he'd returned, wanting to say something smart, something to get to him. Instead he asks if it is true. "The day is coming. You mark my word, the day is coming and soon will be here." An hour later he sees the old man trudging down Bowen with his social security briefcase.
Less is more.
Robert Browning
"It's not over, it's just beginning. You think because you're all done with this project that your work is done? It hasn't even started yet if you ask me. You can write and write all you want but until you start to look at yourself, really look, until you get down and dig for the truth...I feel as if I'm wasting my breath. You have to be honest with yourself before you can be honest with the rest of the world. You've been on cruise control all your life, always looking for the easy route, the way of least impediment. Well, it's time you wake up and realize you are an adult and time is running out."
"Are you finished," he asked during the lull that followed. "Because if you are then I am ready to get me two cents in. and it is this: Less is more, less IS more. Can you dig it? I wish that you could because then you would understand where I am coming from. Yes, it is true I am looking for the path of least resistance. That is the way I am and I can't help it." 
The bleary-eyed rage of John, can't see the night for the light of the day, can't understand why he's been put out. Gets real drunk, begins to shout, you lousy motherf-----, you made me piss my pants, you put me on the streets, I don't have a chance. A gentle snow falls, the first of the season. He knew the beauty and wisdom that one could find in books, he knew he was cold and had no place to go. Soft snow falling gently. The reader standing alone with only his anger to keep him company. "I'll burn this mother------- down, I swear to God I will," he screamed into the night air.
 
We must become the changes we want to see. 
Gandhi 
She was self-medicating beyond feeling, the only thing she had left was her awareness of emptiness. Another night on the streets, another night with a strange man beside her, inside her. 
Do not climb a tree to look for fish.
Chinese proverb 
 
We're about changing behaviors and attitudes and lives. John has job anxiety and is allergic to work. He spends most days dreaming of powers which he knows he will never attain. Thinks and plans his next move knowing he will never make it. Life is a joke and he is the punch line, a nerd without a prayer. So much effort has been put into helping him attain his dreams but it is all for naught. Nothing will come of it and he knows that fact which defines his existence. John was in trouble but did not know it. All his dreams would remain unanswered just like he planned it he told himself. 
The fruit of Silence is Prayer. 
The fruit of Prayer is Faith. 
The fruit of Faith is Love. 
The fruit of Love is Service. 
The fruit of Service is Peace. 
Mother Teresa 
Working at a homeless shelter for twenty years I had the opportunity to satisfice often as I attempted to keep guests happy. I remember always looking to somehow say "yes" to requests by guests no matter how strange or curious they were because so much of my job involved saying no. The shelter was run with very strict guidelines that were strict for a reason but when one could say yes to a request for an extra hour out to visit a dying parakeet...you get what I mean...things just ran smoother when you could say yes to a request. 
"She went crazy on me overnight. melted on me. I still can't figure her out."
 
Your religion told us to look to the sky for God and while we were looking up, you dug up our gold, took it away along with everything else of value.
 
" I'm not just another bum with my hand out. My heart's out there too."
Benny
"I don't come back until winter melts. The road to tomorrow is being made today.”
He was tired and had had problems sleeping for most of the last week.  He felt as if he was a wraith or a phantom and could be seen through.  He knew he wasn't all there just as he knew his problems stretched further than  lack of sleep. He ached for Sara's touch and missed her more than anything in life.  How he had let her get away he would never know.  He did know she was gone and things would never be the same without her.
 
shelter dreams number 3
 
The final spasm, the chain of pain. The politics of poverty. Consumerism. Militarism. Streets shimmer from rain and streetlights. Emotional disintegration. Ginger Baker is dead. He was stating the obvious in a complicated way. hollow and soulless...shattered dreams, another drunken crying jag, dipsomania. neat and clean, simple and plain. a dream has slowly faded, remote sadness and boozy sentimentality, seriously flawed human beings seeking redemption, using anger to fuel change, caught in a downward spiral to oblivion, moral hunger realized through drug-dimmed eyes, cosmic slop, live and learn, forgive and forget, it just doesn't matter. Another psalm singing sonofabitch, spiritual bankruptcy of a country devoted to materialism, ego deflation, cancer ridden and drug addled, psychological autopsy and the survival of any credit based economy hinges on public consumption and confidence, embrace irresponsible behavior, digitizing millions of books, put them on Internet with full text accessible to anyone, if it bleeds it leads, his inability to climb out of alcohol's abyss, at home in the heart of God, to satisfy the demons that possess him, the inner turmoil of guilt, emotionally frozen, a boozy old flirt had a sad, faraway look in her eyes, pale winter sun, absorb pain silently, ill at ease with the ways of the world, Sic transit gloria, he felt an empty sadness, mass culture has numbed the soul, empty streets, lonely bars, broken hearts and broken promises, strain of aging, heavy gray clouds overhead, sexual anxiety and the mist of wishes and dreams, cold steady drizzle and his obsession with the past, beautiful and empty, caught up in his own magnitude, bitterness and disappointment, sense of ridiculous, 75 men sleeping on a church basement floor. The final spasm, the chain of pain. The politics of poverty. Consumerism. Militarism. Streets shimmer from rain and streetlights. Emotional disintegration. Ginger Baker is dead. Jack-booted thugs and missed opportunities, mourning the loss of his youth, a victim of staff redundancies; He was stating the obvious in a complicated way. beach bums making big bucks,hollow and soulless...shattered dreams, another drunken crying jag, dipsomania. neat and clean, simple and plain. a dream has slowly faded, remote sadness and boozy sentimentality, seriously flawed human beings seeking redemption, using anger to fuel change, caught in a downward spiral to oblivion, moral hunger realized through drug-dimmed eyes, cosmic slop, live and learn, forgive and forget, it just doesn't matter. Another psalm singing sonofabitch, They gathered on the corner, killing time with wine. spiritual bankruptcy of a country devoted to materialism, ego deflation, cancer ridden and drug addled, psychological autopsy and the survival of any credit based economy hinges on public consumption and confidence, embrace irresponsible behavior, digitizing millions of books, put them on Internet with full text accessible to anyone, if it bleeds it leads, his inability to climb out of alcohol's abyss, at home in the heart of God, to satisfy the demons that possess him, the inner turmoil of guilt, emotionally frozen, a boozy old flirt had a sad, faraway look in her eyes, pale winter sun, absorb pain silently, ill at ease with the ways of the world, Sic transit gloria, he felt an empty sadness, mass culture has numbed the soul, empty streets, lonely bars, broken hearts and broken promises, strain of aging, heavy gray clouds overhead,sexual anxiety and the mist of wishes and dreams, cold steady drizzle and his obsession with the past, beautiful and empty, caught up in his own magnitude, bitterness and disappointment, sense of ridiculous, 75 men sleeping on a church basement floor. 
Pass me the motherf------ pipe, motherf-----.
Tony the TV man, we hardly knew ye 
The paramedics arrived on the scene to see her mangled body twisted among the wreckage.  She was moaning as they tried to help free her, offering comfort while working to save her.  "I want to go home," she kept repeating.  
The greatest healing therapy is friendship and love.
Hubert Humphrey 
"The streets will harden a man into a beast, a machine; it will serve you a beat down you will never forget. The streets are no place for a kid, let me tell you. You'll get a beat down and you won't recover, it'll stick with you forever. I'm dying out here. Is anybody listening?" 
Tony 
There are no goodbyes for us. Wherever you are, you'll always be in my heart. 
Mahatma Gandhi 
The answer to life. to everything, could be found in the infield fly rule, an obscure rule governing fair fly balls to the infield excluding line drives and attempted bunts. Vincent knew the rule, lived the rule and was always on alert for trickery employed by infielders in the thrall of Satan. 
It is in loving our Lord and our neighbor that our humility will flower, and it is in being humble that our love will become real, devoted, and ardent.
Mother Teresa 
"Where did they ever get the idea that being a junkie would be glamorous? I remember you when you were young and full of life. You've become a wraith, a shadow of yourself. All because of junk. Junk. You're a mess, do you know that?" James looked out through bleary eyes, was in the nod and loving it. He knew it all to be true. Always had been true, always would be true. 
Pass me the motherf------ pipe, motherf-----.
Tony the TV man, we hardly knew ye 
As a nation we find ourselves in a moral crisis. We have become the wealthiest, most powerful people on Earth. Collectively, our souls have paid a high price in attaining this position. We have come to accept the unacceptable: the exploitation of natural resources for militarization, preemptive war, torture, slaughter of innocents, and the destruction of social fabric of whole nations. We are living a lifestyle that demands war and distracts from our true calling of loving and caring for one another. Our path to redemption lies in the repudiation of domination and embracing daily service to the vulnerable. 
Catholic Worker 
He was cold, wet and miserable in the drizzle. The life he had chosen would soon be coming to end and at his own hand. "I'm taking the coward's way out," he said out loud. He thought of his mother, dying of multiple cancers, wondered what she would think of him. He was ashamed of his miserable life, his miserable existence. The coward's way would be his way. He had always been a slider, taking the easy way whenever and wherever it presented itself. This choice had been no different he told himself. He raised the barrel of the gun to his temple and squeezed the trigger. The last sound he ever heard was the explosion of the bullet. It felt good to have the end, to hear the end and he was gone just like that. His was a digital daze. 
"In colonial days the British gave Indians gifts of smallpox laden blankets," Benny said. "I've got one better than that," Max said. "During the 14th century, Mongols had the Black Sea port of Cafta under siege. The attackers began to sicken and die from the Black Plague. Rather than quit their siege, the Mongols used their catapults to hurl their dead into Cafta, and spread the plague to the German defenders, who in turn fled to Italy bringing the Black Death with them. Smart Mongols huh?" "It's not right, it's just not right. The man did us wrong, no doubt about it. The mongol is the man, right?" 
Benny, the Indian talking about man's inhumanity towards man with Max, another guest 
"I can live like this, on the streets, alone. You might call it madness; I call it freedom.  How do you like me now, motherf-----. my motherf-------- nigger." 
Benny 
He was having a hard time dealing with the noise inside his head, but was well balanced with chips on both his shoulders. 
He lives free who has the strength to.
Isak Dinesen 
His t-shirt read: " Sworn to Fun, Loyal to None." 
"I love my country but cannot respect it for what it's done to the Indian, the black man, the buffalo, the yellow man. I visited the Viet Nam Memorial in Washington and found a note there: "Why am I here now, no longer young, with even less answers, then I had then? Does any of it matter? Did it ever matter?" The Memorial and the note hit me in the heart and I cried like a baby." 
Nate, the Viet Nam  
I don't trust anyone. No exceptions. 
Joe Dimaggio 
Wayne, the salad-man, we hardly knew ye... 
"What matters is not what you believe, it's how you behave. Practicing compassion is crucial." 
Benny, street preacher at bowling alley on Sunday morning 
"You want the lead to jump out and grab them." 
Jack Cato 
Icy winds and swirls of snow blew in from the north, Mitch curled up in fetal position inside the sleeping bag to stay warm. He took a sip from the bottle, the beginning of another drunken evening. He would think of Sara, fall asleep, then wake, his bag covered by snow. This is the life he told himself as he drifted off. No bosses, nobody to answer to. The days melted one into another. Living on the streets would do that he told himself. A 40 for breakfast, another 40 in the afternoon and soon all days became the same. Two times 40 multiplied many times was as close to eternity he would ever experience, but it felt good and that was all that mattered. Feeling good was all that mattered he repeated dreamily to himself. 
"My needs are negotiable." Reverend Chip 
The shame of slavery was not just the South's. It was all of ours. And don't forgot the black man either. He sold his brother into slavery in many cases so is complicit. The reverend knew the answers and was quick to reveal them to his audience of one. 
I prepared a french toast breakfast on a beautiful spring morning. The Melman boys disrespected their Mom, used sprinkler system as monkey bars during serving of meal. "We're going to be kicked out of here and go back to the streets. Is that what you want boys?" mother pleaded but the boys continued to swing from suspended bars until one came loose from the ceiling. A fine mist spray escaped from the pipe as the boys yelled triumphantly and their weeping mother buried her face into her hands. "Start packing the bags boys, we are going to have to leave," she sobbed. "These motherf------- are going to put us back on streets. I hope you little a-------- are happy." 
Reverend Chip has wife and two young children, does four loads of wash that was mildewed after being folded and put away damp. His wife did it, not him. The Reverend knows cults, his mother belonged to one and was also a witch, discovered her down the basement one evening nude and performing Satanic rituals. "She was naked and hunched over and drawing on the basement floor." Came home one day to find out she'd given custody of him to aunt and moved to Arizona. That's the last he's seen of her, thinks she might be dead and burning in hell. Still plans to go to Arizona to search for her to see what he can find out. A graduate of Moody Bible College, he's a scholar of the Bible and knows Mormons and Witnesses are cults because the bible has warned us about them. "The Mark of the Beast has reared its ugly face in Europe already and will soon be here as more and more people are having computer chips implanted in their brain stems. "I am irritable on Mondays," he states as a way to explain his verbal altercations with other guests in shelter. The Reverend had the answer to everything and accepting Jesus Christ as your Savior was the key to salvation. Reverend Chip knew that and he had to share this knowledge with everyone he came in contact with. It was his passion, his mission. As a bible scholar it was crucial that he share his knowledge with others and give them the benefit of his studies. "I work for no one but the Son of God, answer to no one but Him. He is the true way and you better realize that before you burn in the fires of Hell." 
Carol, the sassy feminist, has three young children and feels defeated, yet stays positive for her children and others, gets into heated exchange with Reverend Chip one morning at breakfast table about slavery, but walks away in the middle of it. "You can only feel sad for the nonsense in his head," is what she says about Reverend Chip. 
He'd heard the stories of his grandfather, how blacks had to fight for their freedoms. "Nothing comes easy in this life and our race should know this before all else. Freedom isn't free if you know what I mean. We are all born with two eyes, two hands, two feet, and some sense in our heads. Let us move forward, demand the rights that belong to us as we are human beings." Grandfather spoke the truth Chester thought. It was up to him to live the truth. 
Everybody should believe in something. I believe I'll have another drink.
Benny the salamander 
"I have Oppositional-Defiant Behavior. All that means is that I love conflict, love to fight. I have suffered with this all my life and kicked alot of ass along the way. No brag, just fact..." 
Chuck 
A book can change your life. A book can turn you around, make you look at life in a different way. We want to instill this love of reading. Can you dig it? If you give a child a great book and they read it you will be helping him change the way he looks at the world. All you have to do is give a book and the child will do the rest. Now pass me the pipe, motherf-------. 
The memory he had was of the Apostles Clock, a beautiful piece of handcrafted work on display at a nearby museum. Each hour the apostles would appear from inside the clock and walk by Jesus. All would face and nod at Jesus except Judas who did not look at Jesus but just walked by carrying the cloth sack which held the betrayal money. For some unexplainable reason he had the unnerving feeling that he was Judas and had betrayed Jesus. Old Scratch was working overtime on this one he thought and was getting to him with his trickery. Old Scratch was a clever one, he certainly was. 
The reader scrawled his notes..."I have measured my life with coffee spoons," as he peered closely at paper while looking through his thick glasses. He found comfort writing the words of Eliot and folded up his work and put it carefully into his knapsack. Time for a drink he thought as he got up to leave the lobby and go out into the cool fall day. He would write later after his buzz, then return and mix it up with Mike. Mike had it coming, was deserving of an ass-whipping and he, the Reader, was just the man to mete out the necessary justice 
Ron - Your bed number is 32. You lost your job after printing company that employed you went bankrupt. Financial pressures brought on by your loss of a good paying job caused problems at home and you separated from your wife two months ago. Since then you have been drinking everyday in effort to block out your problems. Your only source of income is plasma donations and you use that money for alcohol. Your wife is living with your former best friend and yesterday you received a letter from IRS about back taxes owed. You know you're going down the tubes and the only thing that takes this feeling away is alcohol. The sweet buzz is a balm for all that is going wrong, helps him forget the sadness and helps him remember when days were better. He found a certain amount of comfort in being unhappy and slept away a beautiful sun drenched spring day. Sleeping helped alleviate the pain of living day to day life. And sometimes he could dream of Sarah and him together again just like it used to be. How he missed Sarah. He survived by thinking of her. He was acutely aware of her even she had been gone for seven weeks now. He craved her memory, craved a taste of the numbing alcohol that would take him to her. He grabbed bottle next to him, put it to his mouth and emptied it, waiting for the buzz that would bring her to him. 
White men, sending black men to kill yellow men, that's what Ali said, and you want to know something? Nothing's changed. The world goes round and round and whitey still holds four aces. The Man is still the Man and nothing can be done to change that fact.
"You know what I see when I see a protester? I see a country working. Protesting is a way to release society's tensions, keep a man from becoming a terrorist. Give me another pull on that 40, will ya. Man, that s--- tastes good. I'm going to buy me my own bottle and share it with you." 
"Pumping fur. Nothing works better, I tell you." 
Eric, on how he got so bulked up. 
Far better it is to dare mighty things, than to take rank with the poor spirits who neither enjoy much nor suffer much, because they live in the grey twilight that knows not victory or defeat. Yes, he would shout obscenities into the void and not go quietly. He would not go quietly, he wasn't even sure if he was going to go. 
"The head cast comes off Monday," James said. He was up and smoking in the office at Guest House in the early morning hours. 
As time passes we get better. A Swedish proverb says, "The afternoon knows what the morning never dreamed," and I guess that sums up my feelings better than I can. Man has only recently discovered the capability to destroy himself and I pray he doesn't but man has improved his lot with time and I want to think we'll just keep doing that. But we must be careful. I guess I could be classified as an optimist, but I am a guarded one because I know better than most that the shit hammer can strike at any moment, especially when you least expect it. Now pass the pipe, motherf-----, pass it this mother-------ing way. 
Focus on the beauty that remains and not all the misery that surrounds you. Life is beautiful when one thinks hard enough about it. 
"Who is it they say I am?"
Jesus
His face was lined and leathery and he radiated nervous energy. He was getting real deep into the beer, building a buzz and the glow felt good. The worries of the day evaporated and what seemed important earlier in the day now held no great significance or concern. 
Why not be a beggar? 
People who are in need 
and not afraid to beg
give to people not in need 
the occasion to do good
for goodness' sake.
Modern society 
calls the beggar
bum and panhandler
and gives him the bum's rush.
Greeks used to say
that people in need 
are the ambassadors of the gods.
We read in the Gospel:
"As long as you did it
to one of the least of My brothers, 
you did it to Me.
While modern society
calls the beggars
bums and panhandlers,
they are in fact
the Ambassadors of God. 
To be God's Ambassador
is something
to be proud of. 
Peter Maurin 
He stood outside the Y with shoeshine kit and offered his services to anybody walking by. "I'll shine, shine, shine until you're happy, happy, happy. I am Sam I am and I shine shoes so as not to burden society with my needs." Sam I Am had a broad smile which he was not afraid to use and spoke in a singsong rap with emphasis on rhyming. He spoke mostly nonsense but because of his smile and easy manner he seemed to be saying more than he was. He was a con man at heart and most people realized this after listening for a few minutes. Sam shined a few pairs of shoes then moseyed along as he knew someone would soon call the police and now was as good as time as any to get on with it. 
Dawn came clear and bright. He woke slowly, rolled up his bag and poked at the fire's embers with a long stick, wanted to get it ready to make coffee. He bit at his lower lip, looked blankly out at the morning. Then a small smile came to him as he thought of the sweet white meat of catfish and his plan to go fishing later that day. Not many anglers care for the beauty of fish but John did. He loved to catch them and he loved to eat them. God had put fish on Earth for people to catch and enjoy, it was as simple as that. John thought of his daughter and wished she was with him. Thoughts always came back to her and how his ex, the ultra bitch, had done him wrong. She was going to pay someday, that she was. He couldn't believe he had loved her so much at one time that they'd married and had a child together. It was time for breakfast. He'd get a little beer buzz going with his coffee, take off the edge of the morning. Life was good when you had nothing to do except look forward to fishing, John thought as he finished 40 from night before. Slowly the buzz came on, slowly thoughts of anger with his ex left him. Life is beautiful when you have a good beer buzz and a day of fishing ahead of you, John thought. 
"Time to roll," Damien calls out and the boys get to busting the suds like it is nobody's business. "Time to roll," he calls out again; I think he borrowed the words from Allen Iverson. "Time to roll," for a third time. The wizard of whup ass was ready to roll and who were we to stop him. Ours was to serve and that is exactly what we did...
Joey Pots and Pans 
"I'm going to fuck him up," he said in a flat, emotionless voice. "Nobody steals from me and gets away with it. Nobody, not no how. I'm going to beat him down into a coma. We'll see if he feels like stealing mine then."
Victor 
Calm and peaceful, the home would be the one place where people are certain they will be welcomed, received, protected, and loved.
Ed, young blood 
"I knew Harvey Kuehn and Johnnie Sain, knew them good. They were regular guys just like you and me. I ain't lying. Pass the bottle, will ya?  I could use a drink if you know what I mean.  I mean, I could really use one.  Now pass the motherf------ over heah before I dickslap you into next Tuesday!" 
"No problem" was his middle name, however he could be appallingly crude. All he wanted was a cold beer, a bar stool and jukebox playing George Jones or Merle Haggard. Then give the man room so he can cry in his suds about all the woman who had ever done him wrong 
"Let me die with my dignity that's all I ask..." 
Larry, cancer sufferer, lying in shelter cot, number 11. Men getting up to use restroom during the course of evening invariably bumped into Larry's cot as it stuck out into narrow hallway aisle. 
The volunteers came mostly to feel good about themselves and Father realized this and knew it was time for new volunteers. Dorothy Day had said the sin of pride was the worst sin of all and Father recognized pride in this church group so he made it next to impossible for them to stay. Father was aware that by changing the rules ever so slightly they would become flustered and forced to face the reality of the situation. The leader told Father it would be difficult for church group to adjust to the changes Father wanted. He thanked them for all their help over the years. I have another group who will take your slot, Father said. And it was over, all the Monday nights helping at meal program. A new church group was in place and the people served by the meal program were happy with the change in menu on Monday nights. The new church group served the meal on Monday nights for four years, on average a good run. They too started feeling good about themselves. And Father had another group ready to step in. And the guests were happy with the change of menu. What goes around comes around. 
"I want the heat, the sand and sea, not this cold ass winter shit. I want yesterday." 
Antonio 
He sat and watched the last light in the lonely winter sky, got his sleeping bag out, crawled into the abyss of his own shame. There's no going back to what was, no going back for anything. This was life and this was now. There is no pain in life like the pain one experiences when he lets down his children and he was trying to live with this pain and knew he wasn't doing so good. He put the bottle to his lips and took one long pull, felt the warmness of the alcohol as it drained down his throat. He waited for that warmness to envelop his being, his spirit, knew it was the only thing he could do to ease the pain of living with the shame his existence had become. If only she had given him one more chance, hadn't kicked him out and had restraining order taken out. His life had become a series of "if onlys" and as the buzz slowly developed he realized he would have it no other way. He despised what he had become but now it was all about the buzz and the buzz trumped everything. The buzz soothed the pain of life, of living. 
Humility always radiates the greatness and glory of God. He used humility, smallness, helplessness, and poverty to prove to the world that he loved the world. Let us not be afraid to be humble, small, and helpless to prove our love to God. 
Mother Teresa 
Time is a great teacher but it kills all its pupils. 
The beautiful thing about the answer is that no question was required; one only had to reflect on it before coming to full realization of the concept. 
Tom - Your bed number is 14. You are mentally ill and have lived on the streets and in shelters last couple of years. You eat at church meal programs and spend much of your day at library or just walking. The answer to life and why we are here could be found through the beautiful simplicity of mathematics Tom believed and he studied numbers for hours a day, hunched over his notebooks in library. Tom found comfort in numbers and not in people, who he mostly avoided. He enjoyed numbers, found that the time he spent "ciphering" as he called it, his most enjoyable and rewarding time of the day. Love was a derivative of mathematics as were all other facets of living and life. His notebooks held the answers to the secrets of life and Tom knew it was him, and only him, who could unlock these equations that would reveal why we were here. "It has something to do with love, that is all I know so far," Tom would say when questioned by the psyche nurse as to what his notebooks told. "We are on this planet for love, and not to gang bang and hurt each other. I could use my life to hurt or help. I choose to help." 
 
 
Even a hero becomes a bore at last.
Emerson 
"Life isn't so bad when you don't think about it." 
Paul 
"You'll learn to read the wind, to go along to get along. I wish I'd have learned it but I was too strong headed and didn't know how to back down." 
Paul 
"I drank my business away," Paul admitted. "I am an arrogant booze hound." Dark swatches encircled his eyes. "And I'm not happy unless I am sad." He then embarked on a drunken storytelling marathon, recounted his rebellious youth and hell-raising days in Alaska. His sustained dishonesty was incredible as he told tales of shaking Elvis Presley's hand to shark-hunting in the Indian Ocean. His eyes glazed over several times as he had no concept on what he was talking about or where the stories were taking him. Paul was an ego with a digestive system. He began another another drunken rant: "I've got kids all over the world, one in Ireland, a couple in France, one in Japan and another in Australian. And I can't forget the twins in Mexico; no I can't forget the little bastards." Paul wanted to be the Alpha male on the family floor. Everyone goes around with a sign that reads: "I am important". Paul's sign was the size of a billboard. He wore a silly hat to stand out from the crowd. 
"Get your ass in this room," April screamed at 3-y-old Michael. What she meant to say was, "I love you." His eager smile melted as he burst into tears. 
In the effort to give good and comforting answers to the young questioners whom we love, we very often arrive at good and comforting answers for ourselves.
Ruth Goode 
It began: "This is my letter to the world that never wrote to me and by the way. What in the hell were you thinking of when you came up with that idea?"
The morning air was sharp and clear, the sparkle of heavy frost on the weeds and bricks. 
The old system of welfare breeding dependence is finished. Now we're going back to days of slavery.
Street preacher 
The city streets were silent and white in the dark of night. It just keeps getting better as the days pass by he told himself. Alls well that ends well. Pass the pipe, motherf-----. 
"This paint, it covers a lot of sins."
George, the painter 
They partied like it was 1999. In fact it was 1999. Pass the motherf------- pipe, motherf------. 
The main thing you do with cocaine is run out of it. "I'm ready for more rock, hand me the pipe," he said. Meanwhile, outside a heavy snow was falling and turning to slush in the street. Inside Brick was preparing the pipe for the person who sat to left of him. "I love this shit, I really do," Brick said to nobody in particular. "Here you go motherf-------," he said passing the pipe along. 
"They've chumped us, that's what they've done. All the promise, all the promises. All we got was a handout of chump change." 
Lester 
He talked about his twin kittens, Starbright and Starlight, told the story of how they came to be his. He beamed as he recounted the story of finding them abandoned in the alley behind Snugs, how he gave them tiny bowls of milk, then food scraps, how he nursed them for two weeks before taking them home for his own. He had them fixed and got them their shots. His eyes welled up as he told how he was evicted, had lost his housing and twin kittens, who disappeared while he was living on the streets. "I haven't seen them in three weeks, just hope they are safe and warm wherever they are. I'll find them and we'll all be together again. That is one thing I am certain of." 
"You've got to go, you've got to go." Willie, talking to himself as he changes clothing. The inner dialogue is unending; he even hears and answers voices in his dreams. He was trying to retrain his brain, wanted things to change, but held out little hope they would. Life had dealt him a hand he couldn't handle and all he wanted was for it to be over and have the voices to go away and stop interrupting the important business at hand. Pass the pipe, mother f-----. 
shelter dreams number 4
They were all boys once, all boys, poor souls kindness forgot, bourbon under the bridge, women in tavern windbreakers and the concept of proper attire, years of isolation and despair, drifters, tramps, and prostitutes of the eternal night, erosion of spirit, deep bags under tired eyes, Tequila Fudge, sideburns down to his ankles, tears in your beer, angry voices after midnight, adjust to the void, fading light of the afternoon, whisky soaked voices, the society of perpetual indulgence, a dull, chilly despair, winter sky cold and gray, its like the bible on the bookshelf at the whorehouse, vomiting blood will change your attitude, disco biscuits and the Last Resort, face devoid of feeling, deliciously ridiculous, dark night of the soul, inner despair battling outer hope, projecting an image of misguided innocence, boiling with anxiety, lacerating failure, self-destructive turmoil, crazed, unblinking eyes, the eyes of hunger and death, wrestling with invisible devils, mild contempt and the soft hiss of an ego deflating, a chemical daze, lived with an excess of self indulgence, flawed by arrogance, busy with his own thoughts and his clever mocking eyes, taking comfort in cocaine, an infinite capacity for suffering, lying in an open ditch in the pouring rain, beneath contempt, trying to make sense, more angry than hurt, fetid air of church basement, moral insanity, a grandiose coke rap, Cornbread Godfrey and Hack Swain, punch drunk legends, deflected dreams of a Jesus freak gone insane, the emptiness he'd made inside himself, blame whitey, self hate, acoustic trauma, sordid glory, the unwashed and unwanted, the mad, the damned, the defeated, they are all there. where? in your mind, that's where. That’s a fair question, most of the people I write about are friends of somebody. They were all boys once, a long time ago, with dreams. Now they lie on a cold basement floor on blankets to keep warm... 
He stood shaking the cup with change at people walking by. Most averted their eyes as they passed. "I just wonder how they have any respect for themselves," a man commented to his wife. It's not only my hand out, Benny thinks, my heart's out there too. 
What we avert our eyes from today can be borne tomorrow when we have learned a little about love.
Dorothy Day 
Family members are never written off; they never run out chances and you never stop loving them. And I consider all of you family, each and every one of you. 
He looked out the window to trees on the other side of lake and began to compose the note in his thoughts. "I'm sorry I made your life so miserable." 
"Addiction is a disease of loneliness." 
street preacher 
"Real faith is about searching for answers, not presuming to know them."
Street preacher 
It helps now and then to step back and take a long view. The kingdom is not only beyond our efforts it is even beyond our vision.
We accomplish in our lifetime only a small fraction of the magnificent enterprise that is God's work. Nothing we do is complete, which is another way of saying that the Kingdom always lies beyond us. 
No statement says all that could be said. No prayer fully expresses our faith. No confession brings perfection. No pastoral visit brings wholeness. No program accomplishes the Church's mission. No set of goals and objectives includes everything. 
That is what we are about: We plant the seeds that one day will grow. We water seeds already planted, knowing that they hold future promise. We lay foundations that will need further development. We provide yeast that produces effects far beyond our capabilities. 
We cannot do everything, and there is a sense of liberation in realizing that. That enables us to do something, and to do it well. It may be incomplete but it is a beginning, a step along the way, an opportunity for the Lord's grace to enter and do the rest. 
We may never see the end results, but there is a difference between the master builder and the worker. We are workers, not master builders; ministers, not messiahs.
We are prophets of a future not our own. 
Archbishop Oscar Romero of El Salvador (1917-1980) 

What we once enjoyed and deeply loved we can never lose, for all that we love deeply, becomes a part of us.
Helen Keller 
Unshaven men with sunken eyes stare vacantly, looking at nothing and finding it. They were the antithesis of everything respectable, unhappy in their grim existence of poverty and nothingness. 
"It's not fair," he said, sounding like a pouting child. "The tyranny of the powerful over the powerless is just not fair," he repeated. 
I am not a bum or derelict. I am a vagabond and I am proud of that fact. These cowboys and captains couldn't make it on the streets if there wasn't a shelter to crash. These punks don't know what time it is; don't even know what year it is. 
Watching the boys play, marveling at the glory of their youth in the rosy glow of late afternoon. Did they know the difference between shelter and home? Did it matter? Stephen Hawking thinks it matters and tells us to never give up. 
The opposite of love is indifference. He was overmatched by life and knew it. The deck had been stacked before he was dealt his cards and his was a losing hand. He was well aware of his class difference and his limited education, knew there was little he could do to overcome these disadvantages but learn. 
I wrote that? I don't remember writing it. Must be getting old or my mind is too full of things. 
"The best thing for being sad," replied Merlin, beginning to puff and blow,” is to learn something. That is the only thing that never fails. You may grow old and trembling in your anatomies, you may lie awake at night listening to the disorder of your veins, you may miss your only love, you may see the world about you devastated by evil lunatics, or know your honor trampled in the sewers of baser minds. There is only one thing for it then - to LEARN. Learn why the world wags and what wags it. That is the only thing which the mind can never exhaust, never alienate, never be tortured by. Never fear or distrust, and never dream of regretting." 
The Once and Future King - T.H. White 
One of the good things about learning is how much fun it can be and what we learn will be with you for the rest of your life. 
B.B.King 
Silence is a good friend. 
The young boy would not let anyone see him eat, would put food in his pockets and take it back to his room and eat by himself. 
The road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom.
William Blake 
If God made anything better he kept it to himself. 
Charlie Mingus on heroin 
Waylon sang the song beautifully and it touched him like no other. He had spent weeks looking for the song, only knew it was on the greatest hits tape. When he found tape it brought much comfort to him. "Everybody wants to feel like you," John Prine sang in another song on same tape. Life was good when Waylon and John Prine provided the song track, hell. Life was good as long as there was song. 
"I'm just reaping my karma," Ricky said. "I burn my bridges before I come to them and no matter how bad things are they can always get worse." 
Rage, rage, against the dying of the light.
Dylan Thomas 
Debra returned to shelter after being asked to leave her group home. She had seizured and couldn't understand why an ambulance was called, got angry and destroyed property of others. She was filthy and had soiled herself. Not a good day for Debra, who would celebrate 35th birthday tomorrow in shelter with 74 strangers. 
Nothing is true, everything is permitted.
William Burroughs 
Eleanor didn't serve Sunday breakfast until nearly 10 a.m., almost had a riot. Robin choked Eleanor because she made her late for church and when told she would have to leave, threatened staff. "The bitch made us all late for Sunday services. She should be the one you're running out of here," Robin said. Most of the guests loved the soufflé Eleanor prepared. "Why does Robin have to be so sour and nasty," Eleanor asked? Robin, we heard, went to jail that same night because of an altercation with police. 
I say thank you a thousand times every weekend, helps shelter run more smoothly when people know their help is appreciated. Thank you is a balm for all 
Larry is crying while talking to daughter tonight on phone, said "I love you" to her at least a dozen times. Had chemo today, no hair left on his head. Rests all day. He is in the end stage. 
"Why do you want to be in a place where you have to ask permission to iron your shirt in a hallway?" For a man who had turned his back on society that didn't conform to his code of honor he had more questions than were necessary. He left, was timed out for sour attitude and his 30 days were almost up anyways so he left and staff was happy as his attitude had taken control of shelter and made working all the more difficult. 
Ricky on shelter life 
Cheryl gets mad at Wanda doing snacks tonight. "I've been doing snack all week at 8 p.m., now this bitch has to come and change it." "You better shut up, you better shut up right now," Wanda says. A real snack hassle. 
"Pray is the most important thing I do. Pray early, pray often. Work is prayer." 
He smoked too much and drank even more, felt depressed and empty, sought refuge in alcohol. He was a lonely, bitter and angry man."I like it that way," he said. 
A chilly wind whipped her in the face, her soft, brown eyes watered in the cold as she walked up the avenue with a practiced dignity. This would be her day and she'd do it her way. Her eyes filled with tears. It was all so sad, so sad. She was surrounded by glass, steel and concrete monuments. If only Bill knew how deeply I hated him she thought. The turmoil in her life goes on another day... 
The coat which hangs in your closet belongs to the poor...it is you, yourself who must perform the works of mercy.
Dorothy Day 
It takes some time to calm one's heart which fills all too easily with irritation, resentment and anger.
Dorothy Day 
Love and truth can not be defended by force.
Catholic Worker 
Perseverance is the greatest of all virtues.
Dorothy Day 
The bottle will still smell of the liquor it once held.
St. Augustine 
Too much praise makes me feel you must be doing something terribly wrong.
Dorothy Day 
The innocent wisdom of children tends to erode as they grow older. 
Works of mercy are feeding the hungry, giving drinks to the thirsty, clothing the naked, sheltering the homeless, visiting the sick, ransoming the prisoner and burying the dead. Spiritual works of mercy are instructing the ignorant, counseling the doubtful, bearing wrongs patiently, forgiving all injuries and praying for the living and the dead.
Dorothy Day 
The more you suffer, the more you are tempted, the more you need to pray; prayer now alone can strengthen you with help and consolation. Let not pain and fierce temptation paralyze your prayer. The devil does all he can to prevent praying at these times. But rather than give into weak human nature which absorbs the soul in its pain so that it sees nothing else for the time, turn your eyes to Our Lord and speak to Him standing so near. He is with you, looking on you lovingly, listening for your words. He tells you to speak, that He is there to hear you, that He loves you and you have not a word to say to Him, no look to give Him...Look at Him, speak to Him without ceasing as you do to those you love and as Our Lord did on earth with his Father. The deeper your agony, the deeper you must bury yourself in the heart of your Beloved and cling to His side with ceaseless prayer. My God give me this grace that I may follow your example in this duty so pressing and so sweet. 
Charles de Foucauld 
If only he hadn't drank that last bottle with Bob and the boys he wouldn't be out on the streets right now in the freezing weather. He couldn't go to Mission as he'd been permanently banned from their premises for a physical altercation a few months back and now the Guest House had timed him out for a save bed/no show. He could walk to southside and try to get spot in shelter there but his feet hurt and walking was not an option. It was too damned cold to stay out he told himself as he went through a mental checklist trying to think of someone who would let him stay. His family was out of the question as he had burned those bridges a long time ago and most of his friends lived in shelter or on the streets. Maybe he could find Bob and tell him of his predicament but he had no idea where to begin. He would have to do something because staying outside tonight would be the end of it all. He pondered this fact as he went over mental checklist. 
Works of mercy are the most direct form of action there is. 
Peter Maurin 
Where there is discord. May we bring harmony. 
Where there is error. May we bring truth. 
Where there is doubt, May we bring faith. 
Where there is despair. May we bring hope.
St. Francis of Assisi 
Strung out on drugs and rotten luck he lied as naturally as he breathed. Supper tonight was a ketchup sandwich and a bottle of beer. He'd wake up in the morning in his own waste after sleeping in his own vomit. "That'll start your day right."
Crushed dreams, blasted hopes, lots of drinking, lots of dope.  He was happy in his own head, didn't need anyone.
John is a student at MATC, his bike parked behind shelter with a flat tire. "I used to have a 2,200 dollar bike, now I have a wreck with a flat behind a shelter. Drugs will do that to you man, they certainly will." 
Human beings are made of envy. 
Her 70 pound frame was curled in fetal position on bed. She was a carrier of a virulent tb virus. 
Robert needed to chase tail and took the easy way by going to crack house where he bought a bag, got a rock girl and let her get him off.” I’ve let my family down more times than I care to remember and all because of tail I tell you." He is wound tight, quiet. Balding at 29, an ideal guest, a big help with chores. 
He drank away another afternoon and gave up his spot in shelter. His demons and vices had won again but he'd try again tomorrow. Not every night ended with this type of fade but many had and tonight would be another. He found himself thinking of Sara as he nodded off, thought he was brushing her long hair as she had always let him. He had loved and lost and was waiting for pain to end. 
Raymond talked with his toast on a sunny Sunday morning. Soon he will leave to clean the bar, catch his buzz. "Armageddon looms on the horizon." 
Clarissa hits her head with own knuckles, makes a loud, metallic sound.” There’s a metal plate in my head. I was stabbed by my boyfriend with a butcher knife." 
"I was 14 when I went on the bum and have lived the life for last fifty years. It's lonely but in a lot of ways it is freedom, more freedom than you'll ever experience." 
A dilly of a man of no good luck, brooding over opportunities missed, rough and unrespected, that was his reality and he wallowed in it. Loved wallowing too. "Don't you ever forget it, motherf------? A work in progress is what I am, what we all are. Can you dig it, motherf------? Pass the pipe, motherf------. C'mon, give the pipe to Daddy, motherf------. 
When you receive love, it helps to release you from the things you find troubling. Just knowing that you are loved and cared about can go a long way and give you strength and courage. 
I love a broad margin to my life. Sometimes, in a summer morning, having taken my accustomed bath, I sat in the sunny doorway from sunrise till noon, rapt in a reverie.
Henry David Thoreau 
He had the vague and persistent feeling that something wasn't right and that he would soon be visited by the shit hammer. As hard as he tried he could not erase these feelings so he decided to go with the flow, and invited the shit hammer to come and give him a smashing. He waited for days but nothing changed except the presence of the vague feeling of impending doom. Increasing his alcohol intake seemed only to intensify the feeling so he quit drinking completely and enjoyed his first week of sobriety in years. Now he began to feel pangs of regret as he realized his life up to this point had been a selfish exercise, nothing more. He felt as if he were swimming up through deep water and became frightened and turned to drink to alleviate his fears. Same story, same ending. In his drunken haze he realized the shit hammer was out there for everyone, not only him. Death would write the final chapter he told himself as he poured another down his thirsting throat. 

1.The Catholic Worker believes in the gentle personalism of traditional Catholicism.
2.The Catholic Worker believes in the personal obligation in looking after the needs of our brothers.
3.The Catholic Worker believes in the daily practice of the Works of Mercy.
4.The Catholic Worker believes in Houses of Hospitality for the immediate relief of those in who are in need.
5.The Catholic Worker believes in farming communes where each one works according to his ability and gets according to his need.
6. The Catholic Worker believes in creating a new society within the shell of the old with the philosophy of the new which is not a new philosophy but a very old philosophy, a philosophy so old that it looks like new.
Peter Maurin Easy Essay 
God wants us to be our brother's keepers but he also wants us to be our own keepers. The spirit of personal responsibility holds the answers to social responsibility. We ought not to think in terms of what the state or church or neighbor or family should do to help the homeless, sick, unemployed, but what you yourself can do to help alleviate this problem.
Street preacher 
He couldn't get thought out of his head, that the woman he loved and who had loved him back was now in love with another man. And now he was on a roller coaster of booze and street drugs to mask the pain. 
Men stepped on other men as they made their way to the restroom in the darkness of the church basement. 
"What matters most is how well you walk through the fire."
Charles Bukowski 
He woke to confusion after going to bed in the same manner, wasn't sure what he was supposed to be doing or where he was to be doing it. His world had descended into total confusion and without a template to follow he was lost, as lost as one could be. With no place to turn he was having problems with confronting reality. I am living with the lost he thought. Imagine only having contact with people who feel sorry for you or are paid to have contact with you. 
The presence of Christ always creates love to give, because that is what Jesus learned from his Father. When we are given such love to share, God is telling us, "Now, leave immediately. Go in haste, not slowly." Very often, people laugh at me, because I am in such a hurry to share Jesus’ love. When you want to share Jesus, you must be in a hurry.
Mother Teresa 
He had "Born to Lose", "Born to Die", and "Born to Raise Hell" all tattooed on his forearms and L-O-V-E and H-A-T-E on his knuckles. 
David, filthy brown, uncombed hair in his face, rolled his cigarettes as he sat and waited for the evening meal surrounded by faces, young and old, sad and bright, poor and dignified. 
It was cold and damp under the viaduct but the sunset was beautiful, the light in the western sky flattened down from a fiery orange to deep scarlet, to violet, then purple and went out. It was 10 p.m. and time for sleep. Canner Bob unrolled his sleeping bag and crawled in hoping and praying he would dream of Sarah again that night. The shadows that darkened the corners of his mind would give way to Sarah, beautiful Sarah and he would be young again. 
Madness, sorrow and fear in the shelter... 
We sat by the church in the last of the afternoon sun and he told be about the Book of Job and what it meant to him. Later he was caught crouching in bushes on church property smoking marijuana. 
My father was my future and my doom John Cheever wrote. I have one thing to add to that: My father was my future, my doom, and my drinking buddy. He and I shared more than one bottle. I remember drinking with him when I was five or six. He loved to watch me catch a buzz, said he felt young all over again. My Mom would get mad for him letting me drink; warn him he was turning me into a drunk just like him. She was so right it is frightening. You want to know something? I miss my old man; wish he was here right now to share a drink with me. 
Bob the donut man 
"You've got about as much chance as a box turtle crossing an interstate highway. No way are you going to make it, no way is that box turtle going to cross that road without meeting a vehicle." 
"If you're so intelligent then why are you living in a shelter?" "I'm just resting up, baby, and will make my move soon enough. Just watch and see." 
"And you wonder why the bitter looks, the sour mouths, and the self-pity? They've been slighted, cheated, and demeaned. What do you expect? Their unhappiness is their last refuge. Do not expect them to give it up?" 
Self-discovery can accomplish great things. 
Let's love one another; that will accomplish miracles. 
Mother Teresa 
People, please understand that your fate is intimately linked to the fate of others. You are not going at this alone and you should be cultivating a strong sense of belonging to a common society. We are here to help and help you we will. 
Street preacher 
"Get your stinking black breath out of my face," Reverend Chip says to Barbara, the shelter Mom who called him boy and interrupted his preaching. Reverend Chris has a way with words. "The spiritual life controls all the other facets of your life. I know this to be true because Jesus told me so." 
Reverend Chip is filled with hate for Catholics and those who have not been saved. "My grandmother is a Catholic and she is burning in hell today because she died without accepting Jesus into her life. My mother is burning right along side her." 
Paul goes berserk after calling police to report neighbor who flashed the shelter from across the street. Police listened to his ravings for a few minutes and said they'd send someone down to take his complaint but not right away. "What is with this town? In Alaska they'd be here in a minute and arrest the pervert." Paul works himself up, states he might just go over across the street and make a citizen's arrest. "You can do that in Alaska," he says. 
Reverend Chip is always right because the Lord is on his side.” Even the ones that get it, don’t get it." Reverend Chris is preaching to shelter mothers about their wrong choices, tells them to follow him and Lord if they want to get right. "You don't need no GED. Accept Jesus as your savior and you will be saved." 
Debra lies on cold, hard floor as she seizures. Frightened and embarrassed, she wonders what it'll mean and whether or not she'll lose her freedom. 
He carried that heavy feeling and sense of loneliness and sadness walking the streets of the warehouse district on the near Southside. His years of hard work, temperance and frugality had all been erased by a two month crack cocaine binge. He'd got a little nut and it was all good as long as he didn't run out. But now he was running on empty with no where to go except a homeless shelter. Life wasn't meant to end this way he told himself. His pursuit of obliteration was coming to end he realized and his life was about to change. Jesus was on the menu and he was hungry... 
"I'm feeling like I need to use and you're getting on my shaky-shaky side." She was standing on the corner of 2nd and Wisconsin with coffee cup with spare change, jiggling her coins in a non-verbal effort at panhandling. She surveyed the crowds walking here and there on the lookout for the man, who she knew would arrest her if he saw her begging as there was a crackdown on the homeless and any displays of public panhandling. Bonnie needed enough money to buy a small rock. She could find a john to pay her for sex but just felt more comfortable panhandling, asking the general public for spare change. It was easy to jiggle the few coins in the empty coffee cup. By begging without verbalizing she felt as if she was removed from the transaction. 
"I'm driving this train and if I want to take it off a cliff I will. I'm coming from nowhere and will end up there too." 
Antonio 
Then Peter came to him and asked, "Lord, how often should I forgive someone who sins against me? Seven? "No!” Jesus replied. "Seventy times seven." 
"They're taking it off Monday." 
Brian talking about his gangrenous foot 
"Religion brings great comfort to many people so we should not criticize it. The strong need no such props as religion."
Chester 
Michael was discharged on a winter night after arriving from Chicago one hour later than he signed for. He took his witch's brew of pills, some prescribed, others street and illegal with him, moved to a former guest's house where he died of pneumonia a week later.” I’m knee-deep in ruin," he thought while leaving. 
Pass me the motherf------ pipe, motherf-----.
Tony the TV man, we hardly knew ye 
Songs and sorrow are playmates.
Israel Baline aka Irving Berlin 
Welfare is a debilitating racist disease visited on the poor by the upper classes, the poor being maintained as livestock for the administrative classes whose salary depends on their poverty.
John Kass 
Donald had mental health issues besides being angry, arrogant and gaseous and left a part of himself where ever he was. He never stayed anywhere for more than a few weeks. Besides, he was incontinent and talking gibberish. How did it come to this he asked himself, living alone in a Skid Row room, waiting for food to be brought to him? He hadn't bathed in over a week or changed clothes. He had been dehumanized by poverty and ignorance and injustice. This was his story and he wanted it told. "Those mothrf-------- don't care about me or anyone else like me. All they care about is money. I am sick and tired of being sick and tired. That’s what I'm talking about. I wish there was someone out there who would just listen to me and care what happens to me. I don't have anyone. Do you want to hear how sad that is, how sad I am?" 
Her eye had been gouged out at a drug house. She called me a devil because I was unable to give her a bus ticket to get to church. Her children were taken from her after eye gouging. Later she gets spot at Octavia House, and then finds housing from there a couple of months later. Returns to shelter in summer, apologizes for calling me the devil, says all is well and her family is back together again. 
"I worked my way to Skid Row and this is where I ended up when I got sick. The American Dream has turned into a nightmare for me and mine. And there's no ending in sight, it just gets worse. Yea, I tried Jesus for a few months but that didn't pay the bills and I'm all about taking care of business." 
Benny 
She believed the curse she'd put on the agents of Satan had improved her ability to see beyond good and evil. "Are my clichés masquerading as insight?" she asked. 
The spring light was gentle and clear, what was there, if anything, to fear. 
Dealing with difficult people in a dignified manner, that's what we do best. 
"I think we are in rats' alley, Where the dead men lost their bones."
T.S.Eliot 
I reached for the moon and missed it.
Chester
He considered himself a major league drinker and felt he was following in the footsteps of Grover Clelveland, Jimmie Fox, King Kelly, Paul Waner, Harry Heilmann and Hack Wilson.  He loved the feeling the bottle gave him, loved how it made him relax and feel at ease.  He found comfort in the bottle as it made him think of yesterday when life was simpler.
Patricia - your bed number is 49. Problems with alcohol have splintered your family; her two children are being raised by foster parents. You have been sober two weeks now and attend daily AA meetings. Recently you started a new job cleaning office buildings. Your dream is to get your children back and have a place for all of you to live together. 
The tragedy of life is what makes it worthwhile.
Eugene O'Neill 
The childhood memories came floating back as the alcohol worked its balm on his mind and he took comfort in the thoughts, wished he could be young again and back in the old neighborhood playing baseball with all the old friends. 
"I loved that woman," Reggie says wistfully. "And I thought she loved me. The only thing she loved was the pipe. But I'm no better; I beat the sadness with the Devil's dandruff, Andean rocket fuel. I got a million fancy names for it but the best is 3M, my maintenance medication. It's all I know and my answer to everything. 
Tis the good reader that makes the good book.
Emerson 
Mathematics is the language of God. Tom works his ciphering on paper as the search for meaning in this life continues. There is perfection in mathematics unlike any other dimension in life. Tom wants to attain this perfection and carries notebook filled with his work everywhere, brings it out dozens of time a day to write down what he refers to as "my cipherings." 
The sun was shining, the wind blowing and Dad was smiling. "Hard work and discipline gets the work done. The key to my success is hard work. Nobody ever worked harder than me." Dad pulled out a shortie and opened it before draining the bottle in one swallow. "Not nobody, not no how," Dad bellered. "Grab me another cold one," he said. "and grab yourself a Dr. Pepper. 23 Skidoo is all I have to say to your mother, that and you done me wrong bitch and I'm going to get my payback. I'm taking it from your ass, just be ready when the shit hammer hits... 
One hundred years ago a wife could be whipped publically by her husband and a man who worked 9 year olds in a factory 12 hours a day was considered shrewd. 
Poverty is humiliation.
Chester 
"It's not plagiarism. I've simply referenced some of his work."
Bobbie 
To remember is to understand and I can honestly say I don't remember.
Chester, tipsy as a gypsy 
We learn from history that we do not learn from history.
George Bernard Shaw 
A bunch of kvetches, that's what they are. Get a job is what I say, do it the hard way, the only way that really counts. 
Uncle Chester 
They ran a train on the 12-year-old. He got home from his job at the sweet shop, had a couple of beers and went to back bedroom to see what the moaning was all about. They let him in and there were ten teen boys and him and young girl. "She looked like a grown woman to me,' he said.”I just got in line and waited my turn." 
I belong to the streets, when I run from shelter I'm running away to get back home. The streets are my home. 
"Nothing beats calling the shots." Tony, D.A.V. manager 
The laughter echoed through the evening sky... 
"I like to call it stigmata." 
Stanley, talking about bruises from falling down and suffering another rough night out on the Southside. 
He had the smell of whiskey about him as he spoke of the workshop he would be attending on Feng Shui, the Chinese art of placement that aims to make your environment more harmonious. "Give me some Old Thompson and I'll harmonize with anyone," Stanley slurs. 
Love, tenderness, and compassion are real justice. Justice without love is not justice. Love without justice is not love.
Mother Teresa 
Every individual matters, Every individual has a role to play, Every individual makes a difference.
Jane Goodall 
Larry is gone, died young of exhaustingly bad habits, was HIV. 
You do not have to be Holy to love God. You only have to be human. Nor do you have to see God in all things. You only have to play as a child with an unselfish heart.
Matthew Kelty 
"I know I have only myself to blame for what has happened to me in this life." Regret, always regret... 
Those who wish to sing always find a song. 
Swedish proverb 
If you love it enough anything will talk to you.
George Washington Carver 
The pursuit of truth and beauty is a sphere of activity in which we are permitted to remain children all our lives.
Albert Einstein 
She preferred to be seen and not held and was aware of the cabal of sinister forces in the thrall of Lucifer that secretly rule America. She loved the Banjo Man but couldn't stand to see what he was doing to himself. "He was a good man; best thing I ever did was marry him. I just couldn't deal with the psychic intimidation he put me through." Banjo Man is gone, had the names of nine women tattooed on his back. Ursula was written biggest, she was special, the love of his life. Banjo Man died drinking with the fellas. Considered himself a gift to women who wanted him and there were nine for sure. He could have had the American Dream, could have had a well-paying job, could have lived in expensive home in a gated community, but he instead chose alcohol. 
Stanley is gone, chugged a mug full of Old Thompson, went into the kitchen and sat on floor before asking Jimmie who was winning the Atlanta 500. He died leaning on the wall while watching the race. 
Fine teachers attain a kind of immortality because it is impossible to know when or if their influence stops.
Henry Adams 
The merry-hearted boys make the best men.
Irish saying 
"I'm a nonsense poet and there is no shame in my game. I'll panhandle here or there or anywhere, beg for my crumbs, do a little soft shoe if that's what is called for. I'm a dancer and a poet, yes I am, yes I am." 
Sam the shoeshine man 
"Love is the only thing on this earth that lets us see each other with the remotest accuracy."
Susan Cheever 
A bleak portrait of the American Dream... 
Latosha is angry, asks for grievance forms, asks for another after filling out first. She carried an enormous amount of disdain and bitterness and could not figure out why the world was against her. 
 
Joel dozes in Greyhound lobby, wants shelter but first could use a cup of coffee. Downward spiral to nowhere, he's lower than rock bottom. The dancer is down for the count. Joel spots shelter worker who is waiting for morning bus to take him home and away from the madness that is Milwaukee. "Hey Mike, you got a square for a brother down on his luck?" 
 
Bill was local PETA spokesman, demonstrated daily in front of KFC franchise, loved the attention it brought his cause and him. He was doing something with his life, something for chickens and was making a difference in this world. Why couldn't people understand that? 
 
Gene - You are a developmentally delayed individual, borderline mentally retarded. You have been asked to leave group home you were staying at after repeated arguments with other residents. You stayed in shelter a year ago after another problem at another group home. You are number 22 on waiting list. 
 
He buried his head in sand and hoped his problems would go away. The problem with the ostrich approach is that it leaves your rear sticking up and out and you can't see what's coming. Time will soften the edges. 
 
There he lay in the snow, cold and freezing to death, a dream of his lifetime, lying dead in his heart. Fossil fuels were bad for the planet, bad for people. Why would they not listen when he spoke of the evil to come? "Let the Arabs drink their oil, let them choke on it." He reached over and grabbed the cold bottle, half empty in the snow. To us," he murmured, as he raised the bottle to his lips. This world, white and cold, completely enveloped him, forcing out all other realities. The warmth created by the alcohol was of tiny comfort but he reveled in it, bathed in its' warmth, kept in hungrily to himself. "To us and I'll say it once again: ----the Arabs, ---- their oil, ---- everything." 
You'll get a lot farther with sugar than vinegar. 
 
He talked about his comic book heroes as he played chess, promised to make me a hero if I brought him the book. "I will call you FISH, because you play the game so well." "Fish or chess?" "I'm calling you Fish, aren't I?" He smiles and all is good. He will make me a hero in his comic book tale. I will bring him a book, "The Hobbit". Cameo got one too. All is good when you can turn the young on to reading. 
 
The power of dreams to defeat time... 
 
Angel feels like she is going to hurt herself, made decision to give up her two year old son when she moved to shelter. Thought it would be best for him if he had foster care. "Why do I do these things? Call Mental Health Complex and do it quickly." 
 
"I am the guardian of the digital universe."
Vincent 
 
"I don't get it. You start up again after ignoring it for months and I'm supposed to be ok with that? How do you justify that? You've got a negative attitude; you've treated this project like a piece of shit. You are a piece of shit. Do you hear me? You are a piece of shit and so is this exercise. Get out of my office, get out of my life."
author's inner dialogue. 
 
"... the power of dreams to defeat time." 
 
"Did you smell her?" 
Lady at Gesu after Dawn walks by on way to communion. 
 
Kary, tall, thin gentleman walks up the avenue drinking a tall boy, Natural Light. Tosses can off bridge into water below after looking furtively over his shoulder to see if any authority in the vicinity. Where will he sleep tonight? Can't go home because he lost housing, can't go to shelters because he's been banned from most of them, can't go to Darla's because of the HIV thang. Possibly under bridge again, most likely in fact. 
 
Mark sits at Gesu and prays for a change in his life. He dozes in pew and has dream that he is running home from school but when he gets there nobody is there. Mom and Dad, brothers and sisters all gone. Kind of like how life has become he thinks upon waking from his hazy dream. A museum of fear, that was what Mark had become. 
 
Roger and Dawn are out canning on a bright, cold Sunday morning in March. They'll have eight or ten bucks worth in a few hours, go and buy some magic liquid that will take them through the day. They are back in neighborhood after being gone for cold months. They both look tired, drawn, on the edge of death's door. This was the life they have chosen for themselves. Dawn actually chose it because Roger had. Roger chose it because of his love of the freedom it provided; no time clocks, no bosses, only sweet buzzes. Roger's choice would cost him and the woman who followed him, their lives as they would succumb to the cold, die lonely deaths alone, only having each other which wasn't enough in the minus 35 degree weather. Life is strange in the choices we make... Are we who we are because of genetics or because of what we remember to forget? A question in Roger's mind as he drifted off to an endless sleep, Dawn lying at his side, holding him ever so slightly, afraid to let go because if she did he would go beyond on his own. 
He went through life with suspicion that nothing makes sense at all. An account of loss and regret... 
 
Love begins at home. Everything depends on how we love each other. Do not be afraid to love until it hurts, for this is how Jesus loved.
Mother Teresa 
 
He knew the fraud that is at the heart of lives of the educated classes of this day and that fraud is they were helped to get where they are and now was their time to help others and they were not doing enough.
Everybody does better, when everybody does better. 
Barefoot Charlie 
 
Under the spreading chestnut tree, I sold you and you sold me.
George Orwell, 1984 
 
Rosemary shows off picture of her 8 month old son and is a proud mother. He stays with his father while she lives in church shelter. Her fiancé is in jail and her Dad is none to happy about all the drama in her life. Has dark sculpted hair and piercing eyes. 
 
He would apply for Irish citizenship and it would be granted him as his grandfather was born in Ireland. It was just a matter of getting baptismal certificate as his grandfather had no birth certificate. England did not issue them for Irish births when his grandfather had been born so he would have to research baptismal certificate and take application from that angle. He would need money for application research so he was running up against same old problem again. Not to worry though, he had more time than money and Jesus would see him through. 
 
I'm a monster he thought. Why do I exist? To disappoint others and bring them pain. That is what I am about, nothing more, nothing less. 
He found comfort in Thoreau's words: Pursue, keep up with, circle round and round your life, as a dog does his master's choice. Do what you love, know your own bone, gnaw at it, bury it, unearth it, and gnaw it still. However mean your life is, meet it and live it, do not shun it and call it hard names. It is not so bad, as you are. It looks poorest when you are richest. The fault-finder will find fault even in paradise. Love your life poor as it is. Humility like darkness reveals the heavenly lights. Superfluous wealth can only buy superfluous ties. Money is not required to buy any necessity of the soul. The day, the sun, the moon, the night. None of these cost money either. He would be happy with what he had because as he thought about it he had so much 
Living at the center of a paranoid and delusional universe he self-medicated and remained perpetually plastered. 
 
"Without love, deeds, even the most brilliant, count as nothing.
St. Theresa 
 
The yelling family collects lots of gifts in Santa's raffle." Give Santa a hug Trevor and say "Thank you"". Trevor is shy and sits in wonder before the jolly man with white beard. "Stop that Trevor, stop that," mother yells. Stop what, Trevor thinks. 
 
A house built of memories and dreams. 
I'm talking the romance of self destruction...anything you got that can trump that? 
 
It's the age old lament...couldha, wouldha, shouldha. 
 
"Old men forget, Yet all should be forgot, But he'll remember with advantages, What feats he did that day..." 
Shakespeare, Henry V 
 
"...delights of drifting along with the whimsicalities of chance." 
Jack London's bucolic picture of hobo life 
 
Kindness is the best wisdom.
Delores Huebl 
 
"Homelessness is a symptom, not a cause. People afflicted must first deal with their substance abuse issues or mental health problems. For others it’s an attitude problem, bad attitude compounded by bad choices. People have to educate themselves, work hard and be honest. That's the way out, the light at the end of the tunnel." 
Street preacher 
 
John the deaf-mute read the note from his social worker: "Bad news. You have to leave. Sorry." 
Startling detail and clear-eyed detachment of a whacked set of values. The sadness is expressed eloquently without bitterness. Dwayne walked five miles to and from work each day, saved enough money to get his own place but was evicted a week later. brought too many friends around. 
 
The march of the empty baby carriages, five across, a mile long, from Auschwitz, 200,000 children exterminated there, property looted from dead Jews, don't tell me it can't happen again. It's happening rights here in America, just a bit more subtle and you tell me if an abortion is subtle? 
 
The thumper was banned in all Milwaukee shelters, had burned his bridges several times over. You could stay on his good side by smiling; even then he was sometimes threatening and aggressive with staff. "I'm going to burn this m-----f-----down," were his parting words. The freemasonry conspiracy just kept on and the thumper would win out in the end only if he was able to expose conspiracy for all to know. The bright light would reveal what lay in the shadows. 
In the deserts of the heart, let the healing fountain start.
W.H. Auden in the memory of Yeats 
 
He was a good guy on north side, badass on Southside, had something to do with his religion and the way he interacted with white people, wasn't taking any guff on Southside, and actually wasn't taking any guff from the Man anywhere. 
So little time, so little to do. 
Oscar Levant 
 
If you want to avoid poverty here are three things you can do: Finish high school; Don't have children in your teens; Get married before you start a family. Three simple rules to follow. Antonio, 16-y-old raises hand and asks,” What do I do now to avoid poverty?" 
 
If you don't risk anything you risk even more.
Erica Jong 
 
"We need houses of hospitality to give the rich the opportunity to serve the poor.
Peter Maurin 
 
Yolanda never came back to shelter. She was with the pipe Felix reports. A real freak when she's geeked. "Her nickname is Insane," Felix says. 
Police come to take Brian away. He hit his son in restaurant; hit him hard in front of witnesses. CPS will take boy away on Monday morning. Police picked him up in front of shelter. A citizen filed a complaint and police nabbed him as he was coming back from job interview. 
 
Bryant and Kathy are dating, both have head injuries. "That's why we like each other so much," Bryant says. 
The men lined up in the basement outside of the men's restroom waiting their turn. She made nine dollars from the five tricks and would use the money to go to the drug house and get high. The nine dollars would gain her entry to the house and her body would do the rest. She felt like a cum dumpster as her body accepted the bodily fluids of many men without complaint. It was an even exchange as her body thrived on the drugs she got as a result of the transaction. She was all about getting high, all about servicing others to quench the thirst inside her. It's a hard life but one she had chosen for herself. 
Lucreta plays her radio while third shifters try to sleep. " They play their radios when I'm trying to sleep, why shouldn't I do them the same way?" she asks. "The only thing that'll get rid of all this negative energy is a prayer. Let me lead the group," Katrina asks. "She better put herself in check or there's going to be a wreck," Lucreta says. 
Greg and Indian woman Jamie huddle in Gesu lobby staying warm. Minus 2 out this morning. Young priest prepares altar for Mass. Meanwhile, Michael is back at the shelter ripped to gills on Vicoden, will be up soon calling insurance companies for information on funeral expenses. But first he will quietly say 150 psalms, followed by daily prayers. He is dying and knows it, knows he is addicted to pain killers and knows none of this matters as the end is near. Michael's eyes were tired and sad. His life was over, but he had some goodness to impart before he would exit. He would pray for all in hopes that his prayers would be answered. He would ask Jesus for forgiveness, then ask him to spread his blessings among those who needed them. Michael used his last ounce of strength in saying his prayers, then lay down on his cot and rested. He had lost his bed after being timed out for not returning earlier that week. 
George, married to Apollo, calls and wishes all staff a Happy New Year. He was discharged after he spent rent funds on coke binge. 
Vicoden script filled and Michael sings "Happy Days are Here Again". 
She threw her metal fork away after meal, when asked why she stated,” You always throw your fork away in prison." But they were plastic. "I'm sorry, I didn't know." 
 
She cut her finger while dicing onions. Blood all over kitchen and floor. Jean went to emergency room and got six stitches, came back to shelter and called lawyer. "I've got to protect myself." 
"Chloe got shot over on 3rd Street. Watch it because if you ever get caught over there you'll get popped too bitch. They'll scalp you bitch, you'd better watch your back and that pretty hair." 
Stephanie at 3 a.m. in front entrance when told shelter was full. 
 
Miles waved at cars buzzing by on south 2nd, waves at staff and guests as they enter building. Obsessive-compulsive disorder is his label, he considers himself just another friendly guy in neighborhood and offers a greeting to all who pass by. 
 
There is something sad and terrifying about big families.
Thomas Wolfe 
 
Proper planning prevents poor performance and Benny knew the plan to be perfect. He would grab a look see at the morning papers then go downtown for the morning meal program at St. James on the avenue followed by morning Mass at Gesu. He would pray to our Lord for the strength to help make it through another day. Praying was a perfect solution to what ailed him and pray he would. 
Benny the salamander 
You raise a child like you raise a dog, just beat them until they obey and if they won't behave you beat them some more. 
Shelter Mom, talking to scream therapist 
 
Ozzie smiles as he talks about paper trail he is leaving as he goes through shelter life. "What's written in report about me now," he asks. "Only the important stuff and by the way did you go #1 or #2 last night when using the restroom?" 
 
On April 12, 1864 troops led by General Nathan Bedford Forest kill 185 black soldiers along with dozens of women and children at Fort Pillow in Kentucky. After the war he went on to found KKK. "They did this to our people. And we're supposed to forget? How can one forget a massacre?" 
 
She smoked paralyzing amounts of marijuana.” It’s good to be depressed at some point in your life. It teaches you about your soul and how low one can go. I've breached my soul and am teetering on the verge of madness but dig the feeling. I really do." 
 
"All that I've written is worth nothing." 
Ezra Pound 
 
"My mission is simply this: to find mathematical formula that describes the universe's inner order and then find the white buffalo. Everything can be represented and understood in mathematical terms. I do remote viewing also. The operation was a success, the result of blessed plans by Jesus Christ our Savior. I am the answer and the light, know the truth and have taken it upon myself to reveal it to all. The beauty of numbers will save us, just as they have saved me. This truth will finally be revealed as soon as the white buffalo is ready for us to absorb it. My answer to every question is the same as it has always been: "I am confused as I cannot for the life of me remember my role in this disease we call life.""
Vincent, tormented loner looking for unifying order. 
 
It is not my job to judge them. It is my job to judge me. And I find that I am lacking, find that I am weak. Time for a rhyme I tell myself, Who am I to seek? Do you want to do good or just feel good? Pass the pipe, mother------, pass the motherf------ pipe. 
 
The average person without any place to call home is not your average person by any means. You do not need a website to know which way the wind is blowing nor do you need a weatherman. The best things in life are free as we take what is needed and leave what is not. Jesus said it best when he spoke the Sermon on the Mount. Look it up on your Blackberry and then commit it to memory. Paste it on your website and share Jesus’ words of wisdom with others. Now pass the mother------- pipe, mother------. 
 
When in despair, I remember that all through history the way of truth and love has always won. There have been tyrants and murderers and for a time they seem invincible, but in the end they always fail.
Gandhi 
 
There are no great deeds. There are only small deeds done with great love.
Mother Teresa 
 
Days dwindling down, a wistfulness for life. The long, slow fade... Forgiving is the antidote for anger, fear and hatred. What you give is yours forever. What you keep is lost for all time. Why should we care about the battered, the down and out, the persecuted, the luckless? Because Jesus cares about them as he cares about each and every one of us. 
 
Do what you can with what you have where you are. We should not be afraid to pray and make our work a prayer.
Mother Teresa 
 
Treat people the way you want to be treated and you can count on me.
Roger Dolan 
 
He stumbled through the front door in an alcoholic haze, the cords in his neck stood out. Holding up his index finger he slurred,” Just one, one for the road." Escorted outside he stumbled up the block towards corner tavern. 
 
She wanted to be able to do anything she wanted and not have to answer to anyone. She lasted two nights in the shelter before being timed out. 
I'm not sullen, nor embittered. I'm just being realistic. If I was cul-led it would all be different. Sometimes it just pays to be cul-led in this day and age. I'm glad I'm not, that's for damn sure. I'd rather be dead and buried than be cul-led. That's just me, the way I am. Did you ever smell the stink coming off them? I have, every night while I lay in my cot.
Raymond Gloss 
 
His face lit up. ""Girls, Girls, Girls" was his best. A real work of grace and feeling. "Flaming Star" was great too. Elvis was King, no doubt about it. The King is dead, long live the king. I still miss him to this day."
Jimmie, drinking senior coffee at 2nd St. McDonalds 
 
I can't take it anymore. I'm sick of living in burned-out buildings and having rubble-filled vacant lots for my yard. Do you know how depressing that is, can you imagine? 
"We are not genetically predisposed to hatred and strife and laziness. Where there is understanding, there too you will find hope and with hope, anything and everything is possible. Now pass me the motherf------- pipe, mother------." 
 
The white buffalo will reunite the races of man and restore balance in the world. That's why its reappearance is all important. I was feeling life was fading away until I heard of the white buffalo.
Vincent 
 
Life was better before the information superhighway. Silicone snake oil, knowledge is reduced to a data storage dump, friendship is dissolved into floating cyber interactions, communication brings the end of meaning. Code warrior's manifesto. Either you get it or get out. The singularity is coming, so get your mother------- ass ready to roll.
 
"If you run with the dogs you're going to catch some fleas and I'd say Rickey has a bad case of the fleas." Yolanda is talking about her younger brother who comes home to crash a couple times a week. Otherwise Rickie lives on the streets and is not working unless you call dealing drugs work. Rickie has street corner on 17th and Vliet, it is his corner, he owns the drug trade there and anyone else trying to sell their wares there beware. Rickie will provide a beat down to competition, has done it before and will do it again. "I will beat you down into a coma you so much as sell a rock near my corner," he warns all. 
 
Most people have a reservoir of strength to draw upon even in the face of the most unimaginable tragedies. These poor folks have used up that reservoir and most are running on empty. 
I'm going to New Orleans to rewrite the bible. The cabal of sinister forces who secretly rule this country will try and stop me but won't. I can survive, I can endure. If we do not change our ways we are in danger of God's final judgment. Trust me, I know my shit. And I am not a self-hating homosexual. I'm Italian. I, the boastful coward, traveled the ratlands of Mexico with Puff, trying, praying to kick marijuana. The road to hell is paved with good intentions, trust me, I've traveled that road and am here to testify to it. Timothy McVeigh died for our sins. And I'm a mean motherf----- and you can take that to the bank. "My mama is watching me," he said. “You just said your mother was dead." "I dragged her coffin in here so she could watch."
John, the black Italian 
 
Rodney and Harriet have to leave. He started a fire in waste basket and she hit him. Little big man hit her back, slugged her in the face. After they cleaned themselves up they left. 
"I'm doing it for mankind. I'm doing it for me. I always get those two mixed up. I'm a clothes sorter at a homeless shelter. The work is truly rewarding. Once I found eight dollars in a jacket pocket and kept it, felt good to get one over on the homeless. They deserve to be poor. They're scamming fucks. Get a job is what I say." 
Benny the Salamander 
 
"Ain't had this kind of fun since I cut my own toenails." He shifted nervously from one foot to the other. Shame, remorse, guilt vs. rage, pain and humiliation. 
 
Everyone's property is no one’s property.
Peter Maurin 
 
"Mine is a story of missed opportunities and blown chances. I had brain fog and could nothing about it. The best buzz in the next buzz. Pass the bottle motherf----- before time passes me by. Your what hurts? An old saying from the olden days, when times were better. Why did I have these feelings and what do they mean?" 
 
Work is prayer.
Dorothy Day 
 
They followed the gospel of the second, third and fourth chance, believed and preached the unifying force of love and used it often to show others that kindness trumped everything. A stream of rap babble spouting from Vincent's mouth. All clarity of mind deserted him. "All I want to get across is that love is the answer," Vincent stated out loud 
 
Take less so that others can have more. 
Sign in serving window of shelter kitchen. 
 
The stream of rap babble continued a wide stream. "Piffle and chitchat. That's all it is, all it'll ever be. Piffle this, piffle that. Don't shake that sassy ass my way, don't." A pause, then "Existence is a terrible thing."
Vincent 
 
People who think education is expensive have never counted the price of ignorance.
Andrew Young 
 
Mother's Day in shelter. We tried to make it a sweet Holiday for female guests. Male guests had all the chores. Rodney takes Tangelea a small vase of flowers down to her at her work at McDonalds's. 
I never stay anywhere for more than a few months so people don't get used to me or beat me up. 
Embrace society's lowest citizens, the prisoners, the gang bangers, the prostitutes...they are the ones who need help the most. 
 
Speak of hope and the future, two words not heard too much in their daily lives. 
Psalms of the sidewalk, tales from the avenue, talks with the poor folks, the drunks and the bums. 
 
Greg, the savage thug, golden gloves boxer coming up, goes to 7 a.m. Mass at Gesu. Criminal past and doomed future. Sleeps during Mass, first warm place he's had in hours. Priest talks about St. Ambrose, patron saint of learning. Greg uses restroom to wash his face and clean up after night on streets. 
 
Jill lit matches in women's dormitory, wanted to bring the light of Jesus into the dorm plus take the human smells away. Haughty, removed, arrogant, scared. Undergoing some type of mental distress, kept asking for her cabinet to be locked, then unlocked. "Never be the smartest one in the room. You never learn anything that way," she said. 
He was a grandiose, self-centered individual with a high opinion of his looks, charm, musical abilities and his way with the ladies. 
 
Benjamin has AIDS, left shelter with Georgia, who was married to Thomas. He of the easy smile, charming, handsome left with another man's wife, the lady with braids. They fell in love working for same temp service. 
 
Miles put his hand to head of Santa poster and holds it there for two minutes, as if blessing the jolly, fat man. "Old Scratch looks good in red, yes he does, yes he does." 
 
Mary - You stayed here last night, are bed number 55, an elderly woman, have been to Milwaukee for only two days. You came to help son with family problem he had but got into argument with him shortly after arriving and had to leave his home. You are a bit confused by your predicament, not sure whether to stay in Milwaukee and try again to help son or go back home. The little money you brought is just about gone. You are waiting to meet with shelter social worker. Your life has always depended on the help and advice of social workers and this crisis will be no different. In fact, in your mind, there is no crisis as long as you have the help of a social worker. "They are my friends, my helpers." 
 
"I'm sorry Dad," Jeffrey said. "Don't be sorry," Lionel said. The father and son looked into each other's eyes, then embraced. This nightmare is real Lionel thought and he was living it, Jeffrey was living it. His son, the boy who once was afraid of the dark, was a monster and had brought much pain and anguish to this world just as he had brought his son to this world. It was like living a nightmare but he loved his on and forgave him for the evil that he was and knew he deserved love. What else was a father to do? 
 
You're going to drown tomorrow if you cry too many tears for yesterday. Maxwell knew the words of Townes Van Zandt, knew he was drowning on his own sorrow and regret but it felt good to feel bad. It always felt good to feel bad because at least that way he still felt his family which had been lost to him was still a part of him. Little did he know that they always would be a part of him and that feeling sorry for himself had nothing to do with it. The children would always have him as a father, he and Sara had that bond that no one could take from him. But they had left him to stew in his regret and stew he would. It's hard out here for a pimp, he thought. 
 
Angry Michael stands outside front door doing a slow burn, rage on his face as he talks about wife who is staying in shelter.” I’ll bat that bitch upside the head if I have to. Bitch goes off to church while I'm standing out here in the rain. What is the fucking problem with this town? How can this town treat a man this way?" Minutes later he apologizes for his attitude, says he's not angry at his wife, just life in general. Will catch 18 bus and ride it to end of line and back and return for his wife then. 
 
All the world's a stage and all the men and women merely players.
William Shakespeare 
 
"Ricky wants me to find out who ate all the Fruit Loops. Ricky wants me to make kids watch the television so we can have some quiet time in the room. Ricky says I have a reputation to uphold." Ricky's favorite saying,”You see what I'm saying" He holds his hands out, palms up, nods his head. Ricky loves TV, especially wrestling and football. His suggestion to staff: Take television out of shelter so people can go about there business. 
 
Tom - your bed number is 6 and you are a war veteran with three failed marriages in your past. You came to shelter one week ago after woman you were living with put a restraining order on you following a threat you made in a drunken rage. The rest of your family wants nothing to do with you because of your history of drinking and drug abuse. 
 
Charlotte lost a leg after being hit by car. Sits in chair and bitches about hand life has dealt her. She is an addict, methadone abuser. Wants to know if any messages have come in for her. "Check the machine," she commands for the third time in five minutes. She uses restroom and takes another hit off her crack pipe. Tells the story again. "I was sleeping in recovery room and when I woke up my leg was gone." 
 
"If you spend the whole day looking to catch the dog that bit you because all you want to do is kick it, exact a little revenge, you're not going to win many friends. Man, I could use another pull off that pipe." 
Reggie 
I went to the priest for advice and you know what he told me? He said he would love to see me undress for him, that it would be alright because he knew God and knew God would forgive him. Never said anything about forgiving me. Yes, he got down with me, got off on me, praised the Lord, Jesus Christ when he blew his nut. And all I got with this lousy t-shirt from the church lost and found. Can you believe it? Well, it is all true. My husband got the exact same treatment. Father was a sex machine and liked going either way. 
Lord, forgive me, for I do not know what I am doing, all in the search of 300 on the count. I think I made it. Can you dig it sucker? 
 
shelter dreams number 5 
 
Life is absurd and you don't need a rectal thermometer to know where the assholes are. Living large, living easy. Have another drink you ugly mother------, have one on me. Tired and broken, you are living on easy street in a broken down van. A woman screams in apartment as man beats her. Fear and madness are what you live, fear and madness are what you have to give. It was war and we had to expect this. Old Scratch's working overtime on this one. The man continues to beat the woman behind the closed door, the woman's screams grow worse. You're a whore he accuses loudly, a sorry sack of shit. Broken down bit by bit, he feels life draining away. Somebody call the police. 
 
Nate and Mary are going through garbage on a beautiful fall morning. He wanted to get some salvage from this broken world and was sad because he was old and saw his chances of helping her slipping away. 
 
Last day on the job for admissions worker Boris R. Tweedle and each guest was given a cigar by Boris upon admission. One smoky shelter that evening. It had been an interesting run for Boris to say the least. He would be missed by guests because as a lawyer his legal expertise was invaluable. His calm, soothing manner with guests would be missed more than anything. Some admissions workers were known to bodily remove problematic guests, picking them up and tossing them outside, denying admission in their own special way. Boris however never lifted a hand to any guest, nor a voice, and was possibly the best co-worker I'd ever had in any job. 
 
Nothing can be done. The train has left the station. I'll be tossing the South Side Shopper until they plant me. Pass me the prayer book and get me the bottle too. I'll fix it from here. 
 
There comes a day of summer's full, entirely for me-I thought that such were for the Saints, Where Resurrections be-
Emily Dickinson 
 
I gave up alcohol and drugging and women. I am asexual and will never lay with a woman again. I am pure just like St. Paul. I am one of the chosen ones.
There's sadness and regret and anger in the depths. We all come into this world naked and helpless and leave it the same way. We are dependent on each other, each and every one of us, on every single day in between. "I've always been content to ignore things and hope they go away." 
George's schizophrenic decomposition
 
"I feel depressed, betrayed, ashamed. My insides are cramping. I'm not going to make it." the rebirth of wonder, a stream of broken and confused thoughts. Everyone is influenced by kindness.
Chester 
 
"That's not how I play. You won't find me sitting on my biscuit, never trying to risk it. That ain't me, no way. I'm a player, an O.G. That's what I'm talking about." 
Anthony 
 
Gender dysphoria is another problem Vincent deals with or so he thinks. The social construction of madness... Vincent is on the trail of the White Buffalo born this fall in Wisconsin. "That is why I am on this earth-to witness the White Buffalo. Now you may think I am crazy but it is true. When I reveal the secret of White Buffalo the whole world will know it is true. We can still save the Earth. We've been damn cheap and lazy but there is yet a chance for salvation. The White Buffalo is a sign that we must act. The third secret of Fatima will be revealed by the White One. I, however, already know the third secret. It was given to me by Jesus Christ himself who stopped by last night to visit me in dormitory. Jesus is mad because man has made such a mess and is doing nothing to clean up. It is Jesus who called us cheap and lazy consuming machines who care for nothing except our own comfort. Let me inform you he is mad and intends to make changes before he returns." Vincent smiles broadly, is grateful for the attention given him, something he is not used to. 
 
The men stand and trade stories about applying for jobs and credit in a white man's world. Art went back to check on status of bank loan he'd tried to get and was approached by security and asked what exactly he was doing in bank. Art tells security guard who still thinks he is a threat. Police are called and he is cuffed, questioned, and then released. "Ruined my day," Art says adding,” and I didn't get the loan." 
 
He listened to Tony Bennett on the jukebox: "I've shed a million tears since we're apart, but tears will never mend a broken heart." He finished his beer and thought of Sarah, thought of his life and what had become of it. That woman set me down for the count, he thought, as he asked bartender for another drink. His days had come to this, sitting in a tavern at two in the afternoon full of regret and pity. Life wasn't supposed to end this way but his was. It was over and only the fat lady had to sing to make things official. He ordered another beer and downed it quickly, feeling the soothing golden liquid slide down his throat, then blossom into a buzz. 
 
I want to learn the truth about their passions, their souls. Believe the unbelievable, that's my motto. 
 
He was huddled with the group, shrouded with a soiled pink blanket holding a pink suitcase held together with duct tape. If I stay here they will kill me. Pro government thugs are out to get me, gangsters too. I am doomed. If only I didn't know the truth about our Pope and the Fuhrer. 
Vincent You will act like a Christian or I will slap the snot out of you. Just try me; I'm aching for you to try me. He raises his closed fist and made a threatening gesture. He shook his head, silently expressing the regret old age had brought to him. 
 
All happy families are alike but every unhappy family is unhappy in its own way.
Tolstoy 
 
Robert slides deeper into madness and addiction. Failure as a way of life hasn't worked and now he'll cut and run when going gets tough. It's always worked in the past. He is acutely aware the entitlement system has changed the way he lives and unlearned lessons have closed avenues to redemption. Cut and run when the going gets tough. It has worked before and he'll try it on for size again. 
 
Janet - You are a mentally ill woman who hears voices. Your mother has custody of your two children and has no room for you to stay in her cramped one bedroom apartment. You are 39 on tonight's waiting list. 
 
Laura leaves note that she is walking to Sturgeon Bay to reunite with Mother she hasn't seen in ten years. Tonight before leaving she cooked the meal for twenty, cleaned it up, straightened and organized kitchen, put on her red dress and walked out the door, never to be seen again. 
 
Glory, 70-year old woman, came to shelter after leaving niece's apartment. She and niece stayed together, shared expenses. Niece's boyfriend held gun to Glory's chest last night and she left carrying 400 dollars in cash."I'm a tough old bird,"she said about herself. Name given to her by father who had wanted a boy and when he had her picked name Glory from the "Battle Hymn of the Republic." 
 
Unshaven men with sunken eyes sit on benches in winter light taking in the sun while blank landscape sheds a casual radiance on the ordinary. Waiting for the rebirth of wonder...will it ever come? 
 
Cows cry and now I know why. Because they are about to die... 
 
Penny screaming,”It’s over. It's over, my life is over." The saddest eyes ever seen. 
 
You have to understand the place and purpose of the person in the totality of creation. You have to understand that we need help. We create our own reality. 
 
"War is the continuation of politics by other means. 
Clausewitz 
 
They called the invasion "Operation Peace". 
 
He bore the stigma of dubious parentage. Wore the t-shirt that read: "Kill a Commie for Mommie". 
 
You need to keep people close. You need to give them access to your heart.
Chuck Benetto 
 
Penny got 3,600 dollars in workman's comp back pay and prepares a wonderful breakfast for all today. She is one happy camper. She knew it was her time, knew she could not change anything but herself. "A good talk is the best medicine," she kept repeating although no one was listening. 
 
We sleep safely in our beds because rough men stand ready in the night to visit violence on those who would do us harm.
George Orwell 
 
A white man named Jessie killed his wife and blamed it on a black teen named Tommie. Tommie's Dad looks up, tears in his eyes, says "If this would have happened to me while I was growing up, I'd still be in jail." It took me 15 years to figure out what he meant by that statement. Jessie Anderson told police his wife had been attacked by two black teenage males. 
 
We should not waste our time in looking for extraordinary experiences in our life but live by pure faith, ever watchful and ready for his coming by doing our day-to-day duties with extraordinary love and devotion.
Mother Teresa 
 
Nothing says I love you like a chainsaw. 
Benny 
 
Suffering produces endurance, and endurance produces character, and character produces hope, and hope does not disappoint us.
Romans 5: 3-5 
 
Miles goes home to brother's house for Christmas, cleans up, lets his sister wash his clothes, has a good day with family. Can't wait to get back to his camp, crawl into his sleeping bag and dream the Super Cash dream. He'll win the lottery one of these days. He just knows it. 
And the black mothers wouldn't allow their children to eat food prepared by Cheryl. They believed her to be a witch, her food hexed with witchcraft. 
 
I'm not a homeless bum, I'm proud to live on the streets. I'm a road warrior. 
Thad, who mourned the loss of his youth and missed opportunities but would never let this on as it would show him weak and he was a man, not a mouse. 
 
No matter, who says what; you should accept it with a smile and continue your work. 
Mother Teresa 
 
"That's the deep irony of taboo. Once something is forbidden it becomes very interesting to some people. I am researching three members of the gasm family: eargasm, toegasm and footgasm. And I'm conducting a multiple-orgasm workshop where I delve into the mature vaginal orgasm that Freud wrote so eloquently about." 
Melba, Earth mother, works for telemarketing firm which specializes in dirty talk for lonely men at eight dollars a minute. Her bosses were equivalent to jack-booted thugs in her eyes, but they paid in cash and all she had to do for her money was talk dirty with an occasional moan thrown in for emphasis. 
 
For a revolution truly to succeed it must never stop.
Mao 
 
William - you walked the streets last night after an argument with roommate about money. You have been unable to pay your share of rent last couple of months after losing your job. You slept an hour today in Laundromat but are still very tired. You are number 11 on the waiting list and have no idea where you will go if you don't make it in this evening. You are tempted to take a drink from the bottle of wine that has been circulating but don't want to take the chance of being denied for smelling of alcohol so you pass. It is hard on the streets with no place to call home, hard out here for a pimp. 
 
Past guest works as clerk at gas station-convenience store in West Bend, still has plans to get judge in Waukesha County, continues the stalking. She'll return to church shelters this winter, states she misses big city life. Meanwhile her threats against federal judge are duly noted and the long arm of the law is ready to grab her but it is up to her to make the first move. 
About three children a day die from abuse in U.S. The cycle of drug-related abuse and neglect continues. Alcohol use is the biggest killer of them all but also the most plentiful. 
Dismissed by society as lazy. Stop coddling the useless. They're not victims, they're lazy layabouts and that's why they are poor. They should get up off their lazy ass butts, find a job and do what every one else does and that is work. I sick of their lazy ass shit, sick and tired of it. Work will help get them out of their doldrums. Work will set them free. I know what I am talking about because I've been a working man all my life and will work until the day they plant me. 
 
The sweet beauty of alcoholism sours when they stop sending you a monthly check. Doug will sink or swim after being cut off SSD rolls. Next stop-VA hospital in California. 
 
53206 - zip code where 90% of births are to single mothers. 
 
People aren't fully prepared for what's coming down the road and it's a storm.
Thomas Freidman 
 
Canzeta up early, reads her good book, her last day at shelter. She writes notes on sheet of paper explaining good and God, then diagrams the difference. She picks up her diagrams and words when she is finished explaining them. "I don't want the wrong people to get ahold of this. I've been given the gift of deciphering you see. Before I was a drug addict, alcoholic, whore but I offered it all up to the Lord Jesus Christ and he is taking care of me." 
 
Julie sits and underlines passages in her bible. Takes out garbage and places it in alley in the May morning sun. Has AIDS, wears marijuana t-shirt, cries softly throughout the day. Sits on couch, reads her bible, says all she wants to do is rest her heart. "My heart hurts, can't you tell." 
I command you to come home. 
message left on machine this weekend 
 
“Mom, please call home. I love you. We miss you.. we need you.” 
message on machine several times this weekend at shelter, left by 6-year-old boy. 
There goes the can man pushing his cart, there goes the can man with an aching heart. Must have ten bucks in there. A good beer buzz had been earned the hard way, one can at a time. It was hard out here for a working man, harder than it was for a pimp. 
 
"I've spent 3,000 nights on streets and all I know is that Grand Avenue Mall is best place to take a shit. Early in the morning the restrooms are clean, big stalls and no automatic flush. I hate automatic flush."
Benny "I spent it, spent it all on living." 
Lamont is planning to end it all; he's had enough, off his anti-depressants. He saw his wife hugging up on another man. Lamont has four children by three different women. He guesses he'll hang in there for them but he wants treatment and he wants in now. His friends and family blame his wife but Lamont doesn't want to hear it. "I love her and that's all there is to say." 
 
"Yo, get in the car. There's more custies to take care. Just got a beep, one more rill and we'll be through." "I'm chilling here, you go on." "Nah, nah it ain't like that. You want to be down with me?"
Crew, making the plan for the crew. 
 
Coincidence is everything he thought. Nothing is left to chance this time however as he gets the gun that will do the killing. Donald L. has a tight, sweet, tempered face when he asks staff how a postcard works. He talks lovingly about the car he used to own, a 427 Chevelle with cheater slicks and tripower carbs, only thing that ever came close to it was the pipe. His alertness to the processes of self-destruction and a world of spectacular corruption were all he had left and he wasn't sharing with anyone. 
Peace begins with a smile. 
I stand with the incoherent, the alcoholic, the agitated, the common people. Let them all join with me in purification committees. Concentration of the negative causes it to expand. We create our own reality. We need hope and we shall overcome. Drinking, drugging, dealing, defecating and aggressive panhandling, it's like a mental ward on the streets. 
Bob, street preacher 
 
Well, some people die and some people are survivors. I"m a survivor. 
Janis Joplin 1943-1970 
 
How does one process the hypocrisy that surrounds his life? By drinking, that's how. As simple as that. 
 
He thought of pursuing a career as a standup comic. He would begin with the joke he hated as it was certain to get a reaction. Here we go: Why are there so many more shelters for abused women these days, why has the awareness of battered women o heightened. Because they just don't listen. Ba-dum-booomp. There, he had finally written it down. Now where was his career? 
 
Clifford - You are 19 years old and staying in bed number 26, could be staying with your mother, she lives less than a mile from shelter, but don't want to burden her or the rest of the family. You have no job skills, are a high school dropout. You are going nowhere and can't wait to get there, has a carnival pedigree. Best comeback he ever heard was," How much does it cost if it’s free?" 
 
LaPantera, the Panther... a bus that leaves bi-weekly from National Ave. bound for Mexico. 
She wrote out her Christmas cards on the shelter cot, ended each card with hopes for peace for the upcoming year. 
 
Fatima works at Burger King, reports she has housing, "a big, old place on 19th and Greenfield." She's 17-years-old, has a baby, 3 months old, goes to high school and works at Burger King. Was in shelter a year ago with Mom and Dad. 
 
Dennis just got out of prison for armed robbery. Police are looking for him already. He's been identified in five more armed robberies. He'll get fifty plus out of these. Dennis was a good guest, helpful, easy smile, loved to play chess. 
Whatever you plant, you'll harvest. 
Raymond Gloss, elderly guest 
 
"I didn't kill anyone." During admission interview Marilyn, innocent 21-y-old Puerto Rican girl is quiet before stating she never killed anyone, has 2 children both under 2. They are living with and being raised by her Dad. 
 
Telescopic philanthropy - Dickens wrote about people who neglect their own families while being preoccupied with problems of distant natives in Africa or Asia. 
 
Vanity of vanities; all is vanity.
Shakespeare 
I can't fix it if I can't diagnose it; O dios mio; if you work hard you can get ahead; he was haunted by the feeling that he'd taken a wrong turn back there somewhere; all the summer world was bright and fresh. 
Taquita talks softly to her baby Laquessa. "We have to go honey because we didn't do our chores." Silent moments between a mother and her baby. 
I don't know how I did it.
Cole Porter 
Life is short and we had best give thought to its overall meaning while we have a chance, before death takes us away, have a healthy respect for life's continuing ironies and ambiguities...the inner melancholy of life 
If we end up pointing our fingers at others, we demean ourselves and what we're trying to do.
Dorothy Day 
Loretta reports she had a demon removed from her leg at Mt. Sinai recently. 
Be not afraid of the Burger King busboy, she tells herself. He tells her,"You're OK, we're open until 10." Another cup of coffee. 
Rebecca from Georgia asks us to call governor of Louisiana for her, walks around dormitory blessing other guests with her cane. Prayer and animal sacrifice are best methods of treating this problem she thinks. 
"I don't work, I let other people work." Toothless old man, no teeth, no hope, marching down Clybourn screaming out to high heaven, carries three empty paper bags. 
I may be Mr. Slick but I get the job done. 
 
When my sons are grown up, I would ask you, O my friends, to punish them; and I would have you trouble them, as I have troubled you, if they seem to care about riches, or anything, more than about virtue; or if they pretend to be something when they are really nothing - then reprove them, as I have reproved you, for not caring about that for which they ought to care, and thinking they are something when they are really nothing. And if you do this, both I and my sons will have received justice at your hands.
The Dialogue of Socrates from Plato's Apology 
 
Living too long takes more than time.
Charles Bukowski 
 
If you don't get it, you probably aren't meant to. 
"You have a few drinks and another afternoon slides away...drinks warm my spirits." 
He was prone to chronic black moods brought on my alcohol. At times he was unfocused, but mostly a mean drunk and a charter member of the "I don't get it club". 
The memories of things gone are the strongest and saddest memories of all. He had oodles of those types of memories with no place to put them. "I'm here because of my insatiable appetite for cocaine, other than that I have little insight into my addiction and tend to take the victim stance. That's an insight for you I guess." 
My school was the University of Jack Daniels. 
The road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom.
William Blake 
I wanted to fall down but couldn't feel the floor. I'll drink the ocean, fight the marines. Bring em on. And I'll have one if you're buying. 
I'm writing a book, will call it "Whiskey Soaked, the History of my Disintegration", a portrait of my anguish so to speak. My search for chemical nirvana continues I'm sorry to say. It is actually an intense conversation with myself, the ravings of a drug-addled mind, my account of my alcohol-fueled downward spiral. Riddled with guilt and shame, that's all folks. 
Chester 
Death by polypharmacy. The sequel. 
Chester again 
 
Anyone will steal if he's thirsty enough.
W.C. Fields 
Life is a jest, and all things show it; I thought so once, but now I know it. 
John Gays, the happy go lucky scam man 
 
He was lying dead in the street, his blood spilling out from wound inches below the heart. His eyelids remained open, a black look of nothing plastered on his face. Brentford's son almost made it to twenty. "He was messing with the wrong people," his Dad said later.
I saw Brentford years later in prison while driving the tractor that pulled the food carts up the long hallway at WRC. He looked straight at me and his slight smile showed a sign of recognition. I almost offered him a Happy Birthday as our shared date was coming up in the next couple of weeks. As it was I averted my gaze, was afraid I would be labeled as a friend to the prisoners and backed away from a chance to really connect with someone. Dennis the guard summed it up best. "They're here for a reason and that reason does not include whistling Dixie or saluting the flag." Dennis was good at what passed for prison guard wisdom, knew all the quick sayings and was always ready with a quip. "Keep your nose clean and everything else will take care of itself," was one of his favorites.
Lynn, the lady guard, enjoyed her power in making you wait. She had done our job years ago and knew the importance of timing. 
 
He wore the three-piece suit as if it hurt. This was court day and he wasn't looking forward to what day had in store. Speaking of stores, had he mentioned it wasn't him who robbed Payless. He could walk into an empty room and blend right in. 
Diamonds soaked in the blood of blue jays can be cut like butter. Just ask Lisa, she'll know. I want to be recognized as having extraordinary magical powers so as to destroy all who are in my way. And I'll start with Lisa, as she is the one who destroyed me. 
Leland 
 
"It's a good life, don't get me wrong, but it used to better. I gotta keep moving, can't sit still because I feel as if something is gaining on me." 
Ulysses 
 
The air is dark, the night is sad; I sit her thinking about dear old dad.
The poet 
 
I'll tell you why I'm here. My old lady kicked me out after ten years. Can you dig that? She kicked me to the streets just like that. Let me tell you love brings comfort, followed by boredom which creates a need for stimulation so I went out and looked for some strange. And that is why I am here. 
" No masturbation for me, no trifling. I haven't laid with a woman for 7 or 8 years. And I never will again. St. Paul was right, my trifling days are finished. You don't control circumstances, circumstances control you. So I'll take this chump change benefit money until something better comes along, but I don't need anybody being my payee. Unless that is St. Paul is available. I'll tell you what; I'll even accept Malcolm, Martin or Mandela. Yes sir, my trifling days are over."
George 
 
I'm like a fly buzzing on a screen door looking for a way out. I'm going to get better. I have to for my family, my sons, myself. Tell me Mike, how did this happen to me? I never intentionally done anyone wrong yet here I am living in a shelter. A grown man who can't keep his own place. I guess I have done someone wrong and that someone is me. I've been selfish but that is going to change.
Ulysses 
 
Tammie was tired after ten hours on her feet, wanted nothing more than to sit and rest her tired feet. Bill saw her sitting by herself, approached her and offered to buy a drink for them. "I'll get a 40 from the store over by cab depot," he said. Tammie nodded, signaling Bill was she was game. A 40 would take the edge off a hard day's work, she thought, maybe even help her sleep. Bill was back in two minutes with two forties, offered her one as he took a long drink off the other. Now this is a real treat Tammie thought, a 40 ounce bottle of malt liquor, a man waiting on her, and the night in front of them. She opened her bottle, lifted it to her lips and took her own long drink.. 'Life is good,' she thought as she waited for the buzz to develop. 
 
Humming "Fernando" while pedaling across 6th St. viaduct, Juan was on way to pick up Donna from shelter. He had a bike for Donna stashed by shelter. Donna tells friend, "Imagine that, Juan has twenty thousand dollars and he's coming for me on a bicycle." She smiles weakly. Juan wears black cowboy hat, smiling sickly, a Hispanic Arthur Bremer. Asks neighbor children to watch his bike as he runs to pick up Donna's bike. Donna lost a toe this winter and is a bit upset that she is leaving shelter, her home for last few months. Truth be told shelter was best place she's had in years but it is time to go and Juan will keep her happy for one night before kicking her back to street. Donna is one of the lucky ones. Juan has done others much worse..  Juan has the Dahmer disease and was actively using it when it felt right. Who knows? Tonight it might feel right... 
 
A sensitive young punk with a beautific grin on his face. "King me." Hitler was a vegetarian. The cold comfort of silence. 
 
Snow was falling softly and dissolved as it touched the pavement. The Reader arrived intoxicated, charged like a bull elephant when told he'd have to find shelter elsewhere. Peaceful evening until Reader got there. He had an aura of sadness to go along with his menace..."I detest pretension," he slurred in a pretentious manner and proceeded to flail at staff with fists and elbows and arms. He couldn't forget the old injuries, had to keep them alive. It was all her fault he thought before going unconscious. 
 
There's too much out there on the Information Superhighway. I'm pulling back, not going to consume so much, take it easy for awhile, slow down, slow down, and going to do a better job of loving others. Pass the smack. Thank you. I love the peacefulness the nod brings, the relaxing terms it presents itself on. 
 
From each according to his abilities, to each according to his needs. Wasn't that from the Bible by Luke in Acts? Or was it Karl Marx? 
 
John is in a reflective mood. " Why me? Why? Why did life do me this way?" Because Johnnie, heroin chose you. 
 
" Hey man, I was wondering if you could help me. I cut my wrist and I don't have any money." He got a sheepish look on his face, blood flowed slowly from self-inflicted cut. Again he spoke in a soft, slow, measured voice. "I need your help man, can you help me? Please, can you help me?" He placed a towel on the wound to stop the bleeding and said a quick prayer for forgiveness. The police officer looked at his partner and shrugged, "I told you he'd bleed himself out just like a deer." A cold November night on N.12th Street on the fringe of downtown Milwaukee. 
 
Franklin's thirteen moral virtues: temperance, silence, order, resolution, frugality, industry, sincerity, justice, moderation, cleanliness, tranquility, chastity, and humanity. 
You know, all they're worried about is getting their hand deeper into my pocket. I'm like the next guy, only want an easy life for me and mine. Is that too much to ask for, the easy life? 
Johnny Scott 
 
If I'm going to be a failure I'm going to be a spectacular failure. 
Anthony 
 
"When man breaks free from his chains he sets up death camps. That is history man, read it and weep. We've been horrible, we've been cheap, we've been lazy. We reap what we sow.”
Vincent aka Ira 
 
Simple advice: If you can't pay for it, don't buy it.
King Vitamin aka The Pharmacist 
 
The drinking life is a hard life and always has been. But now it is getting harder all the time. We've become risk averse. That's what I'm talking about, motherf-----. Put that in your motherf------- pipe and smoke it. 
 
St. Anthony of Padua- patron saint of the poor, travelers, those who have lost property. Anthony lost his mind and I guess you can label that his property. He made aimless failure look easy.  His life study was teleportation, the ability to travel through space by using mind power, that was the only poetry that soothed his soul.f7 Opportunities to take it easy were ample and he did not neglect them. Paralyzed from the neck up, too filled with nonsense to realize if. Perpetual adolescent, has nothing to say but will say it anyway. 
 
Thomas works hard getting others in trouble. "E.A. took lots of cookies into dorm and E.A. is selling socks he stole. Victor is not saving." Tom can find the cloud in any silver lining, lives to return to middle class bliss, won't miss sitting in abandoned buildings injecting cocaine with help of complete strangers. His philosophy was simple: Get even. "I'm chasing American dream of renewal and reinvention." 
 
This population is acutely aware the entitlement system has changed. With different circumstances he could have become a doctor or lawyer. Meanwhile Vincent slides deeper into madness and addiction. 
 
Shelter rule: You're going to have to participate in your own independence process. 
 
Yesterday is gone, tomorrow is yet to come, we have only today, let's begin.
Mother Teresa 
 
The poor, they will always be with us.
Good Book 
 
"What kind of government allows a man's family be taken from him, his own flesh and blood?"
Barefoot's Dad and Pa Finn 
 
Alcoholic Ketoacidosis-a starvation state brought on by chronic alcohol consumption. Steve numbed himself with alcohol. Whiskey had him down for the count. 
 
If the rich could hire other people to die for them, the poor could make a wonderful living.
Yiddish proverb 
He never met a bottle he couldn't empty. 
Artis expounds on the luck of the birds."They have it all. They can sleep anywhere, eat anything, fly anytime. These birds are damn lucky." I told Artis of Michael Jordan before he made the pros and played for the Chicago Bulls, predicted he would lead his teams to great heights. Artis always was carrying a book, always engaging his mind in a subject which caught his interest. This week the topic of interest is Malcolm X and his influence on Muhammad Ali. "Ali knew what time it is, caught the train before it left the station and proved the black man does not have to kill anyone as life is sacred. 
While you and I have lips and voices, which are for kissing and to sing with, who cares if some one-eyed son of a bitch, invents an instrument to measure Spring with? 
e.e. Cummings 
"I don't know what heaven will be like but I know I'll see my Mom and Dad there." Mark, a master in theology, begs for his morphine sulphate. "Either that or two fingers of skull popper," Mark says. "I can just close my eyes and see it." 
Tom B., standing on instant principle that he just created. He refused to pay landlord and was evicted and now was looking for a place to stay. 
If it were not for hope the heart would break.
English proverb 
A paranoid is a person in possession of all the facts.
William Burroughs 
Herbert stopped drinking after house fire he accidently started resulted in death of a child, has been numb ever since. 
"I'm just another survivor of another Killing Field." 
She had all the charm of a bowl of oatmeal. "You suck em cross-eyed before grabbing their wallet." Her face was bloated, her eyes liquid and mean. 
If you say the King died and the Queen died you don't have a story, but if you say the King died because the Queen died you have a story.
E.M. Forster 
He lived above Stosh and Stella's Polka Saloon. Evicted three months ago. 
"Just focus on the positive aspects and have a beautiful life." "Thank you." "Next caller." 
 
Santa Pantaleone-patron saint of toothaches-was a western Sicilian saint believed to have power over toothaches. 
 
Schizophrenia is characterized by a distortion of reality often accompanied by delusions, hallucinations and motor disturbances, bizarre behavior and personality fragmentation, usually without affecting a person's intellect. Its cause is unknown. 
 
Excuse me but I think somebody is trying to tell us something.
Dudley Prince 
 
Don't go around saying the world owes you a living. The world owes you nothing; it was here first. 
Mark Twain 
 
Stories make us more alive, more human, more courageous, more loving. Why does anyone tell a story? It has something to do with faith, faith that the universe has meaning that our little human lives are not irrelevant, that what we choose or say or do matters...
Madeleine L'Engle 
 
The world is more wonderful than convenient.
Thoreau, 
Commencement Oration, 
Harvard - 1837 
 
The sexual carnival is over. Sexual exuberance is finished. She faded in front of him, could not hide the hypocritical smile. "All the lies have turned out true." 
 
Vincent cuts himself and watches blood empty from his vein tells himself "My eyes and smile let me get away with anything." This time he is wrong and this time will be the last time he is... 
Everyone brings to life his own truth.
Vincent 
 
Four a.m., Vincent flees, the fire trucks next door are listening, microphones are listening, and he doesn't want to be on America's Most Wanted television show. A paranoid crisis sends him out to streets, searching for safety. 
Spreading salt lightly on floor around table keeps Satan at bay, Vincent states. 
 
Brentford is dying, Brentford is crying, had a heart attack last week and is now geeked. Son was killed in drug related shooting a few months back and Brentford went off the wagon. "He was 19 and messing with wrong people." Brentford was sweeping peanuts at stadium last couple of nights for drug money. "I was doing alright until my friends started feeding me drinks..." 
Richard, dying of AIDS...Oklahoma City boy, loves baseball and the Cards, talks of snuffing it, ending it all. He is shelter snitch, will tell on anybody for anything, is compelled to tell, now begins to pick on Raymond, elderly gentleman, low man on shelter pecking order. "My little dog died and I lost it." 
 
A Small Pang of Regret 
 
Barbara talks about her lovely Mother and the life her family had before Mother died ten years earlier. Lived in a bungalow on 57th near Greenfield. "It was lovely, we had 27 trees in yard, lots of shrubs. I've written a short story. The name of it is," My Mother's in Her Grave and I'm Not Feeling So Good Either." 
 
Carolyn lost a daughter. " So much pain and sadness in this world." 
 
Larry, a loud-mouth drunk, borderline epileptic hauling toxic waste for Milwaukee County. A truck driver. "When I'm in the office I'm all business and the money you all collect isn't going to help the poor. The bishops will get the money and use it to buy diamonds for the pope's shoelaces.  You can't con a conman and I see through this scam just like I see through you.  It is over, my friend, all except the crying."
"I see my former self in the shipwreck of homelessness  - the only difference is my fortune comes in the shape of a loving and supportive family.  That is the sad thing about the homeless and drug addled - and what I have learned in recovery sessions and group meetings for those with substance issues - that some don't have the family or the support systems that are essential for full recovery and abstinence from the chemical fun house. Now if you'd pass the motherf------- pipe, my motherf------.  It is time for Daddy to have a motherf--------- hit."

He found her utterly charming and touchingly beautiful and was moved to comment, "Cut and paste, paste and cut, Life is unfair, Life is rough. Now pass the pipe my motherf------, pass the motherf------- pipe to Daddy.

 

Latisha has the goddess braids and 14 carat lip gloss. "They cost me some serious glue." Born in Taycheedah, on the morning of dew-silvered grass. "Why am I here? Because I rejected authority. People try and help but I rejected them too. Please don't tell me what to do and I won't tell you what to do. It is as simple as that." 
 
Andre was in prison last 15 years serving time for strong-armed robbery. He snatched a purse and the Man sent him away. His son is in shelter also, on the bracelet. Andre Jr. 
 
Cleaning restrooms in a homeless shelter...that is what I do 
 
"I got hitched to Eli and Lilly." Prozac, the drug that dissolves the illness.
 
Patricia has baby and county takes custody immediately. Was taking care of 14 other children, a 36-y-old grandmother, a sweetie. Now her family is scattered and she resides in shelter. She fell in and out of the maternal inclination. All about drugs... 
 
Mark, recently convicted of cocaine and firearm charges is in shelter awaiting sentencing. Sits and broods, worries what future holds. 
 
Dante is young and brash, talks the talk. " I don't go anywhere unless I'm pretty." Still in school, working too, he'll be gone before long. 
 
Raymond Gloss, elderly gentleman, carries self with dignity. A secret drinker? "The hammer shatters glass and forges steel. If you hurt as much I did you'd know what I was saying." Clear, ancient, green eyes. Talks to himself on street corner, waiting for bus to take him to church and then out for his morning buzz. Talks about lying in bed at night, thoughts of despair, anger and suicide roll through his head. "I've seen and done it all, now I am here and it is over. Discouragement, disappointment, depressed. I'll be 65-y-old on the 13th. It's over I tell you, it's over." He leaves after month of not seeing anyone for help and gets bus to Kansas City. 
 
Many stay in shelter one or two nights, others have been here for months. Every one is told upon entry they must agree to work to solve their housing crisis. Most can process this information. The mentally ill pose a special challenge.
Some have chosen to put housing at bottom of priority list, consider alcohol and drugs more important than housing. Many others are attempting to make a serious change in their lives, have lost housing because of illness or job loss or another type of personal crisis. 
 
Elaine was put out of Guest House after throwing a brick through a window and has no place to go. "Don't you find it strangely ironic that I was put on the streets by an organization that has a mission statement which professes to help those without a place to go, without a home? I don't get it. The brick wasn't mine and I told them so." 
 
Hazel and Henry, a married couple. "Henry lost his job again and I don't know what I'm going to do." Hazel is worried for Henry and herself. They sleep in separate dorms. 
"If I could just get a script for sustained-release morphine I'd be alright. That's really all I need right now." 
"People who work here are nice, but they're not family or friends. Don't get me wrong, I deeply appreciate all they do but it's not the same. They're paid to help, for them it's a job. I'd just like someone to hold me. Do you know what I mean?" Latisha 
 
In bed at night you lie there with many strangers. Some snore, some call out in nightmares. You think so much, go over your life, wonder how it ends up here, away from family and loved ones. You're not you anymore, it's almost as if you are living outside your body, watching yourself waste, watching yourself die. The question you always face is ,"Why me?" 
 
A witness stated beating lasted 63 seconds because Rodney told him it was job to time it. Gang Death Prayer: When I die, show no pity, bury me deep, in gangster city.
Insane Gangster Disciples 
 
This is Abe, who had ADD and obsessive-compulsive disorder. "I'm always waiting, for a bus, for a check, for a kiss. I've come to the conclusion I am always going to be waiting for something so I might as well enjoy the wait." 
 
Lucrita falls off wagon and goes out. What is to become of me, she worries. Will I end up a suicide? Her lover worries too. 
 
Sarah K. is serving 50 months for staging a robbery to get money back from drug debt. 
 
Sue S. took her baby to work, left her in car. Baby died of heat stroke. Sue was charged with felony child abuse, spent three years in Taycheedah. 
 
Factories are our churches. 
Antler 
 
Ursula gets out of jail where she spent last year for prostitution cases. Binges on cocaine, binges on giving love. 
"She watched as the man beat me, can you believe that? She watched her own mother get her ass beat, and didn't lift a finger to stop it." 
Chronic undifferentiated schizophrenia, another name for disordered brain, disordered heart. 
 
Peggy Last had her eye gouged out in disagreement with her drug dealer. She calls me the devil when I can't give her a bus ticket to get to church. She snarls..."I rebuke you in the name of Jesus." We become good friends before she leaves and later we hear she found housing after leaving shelter. 
Looking to put themselves at the mercy of others by begging spare change or cigarette. It validates there existence. I want to come at this straight. 
Self-sacrifice, self-denial, self control. That is one way of processing hypocrisy in ourselves and every where around us. 
 
Barefoot Charlie dreams while lying on the floor of the shelter in church basement. He dreams of a home and having a Mother and Dad who loved him, of fishing with Dad and playing baseball and eating ice cream. Meanwhile bureaucrats dream of documents and computer discs, organized, stacked evenly. As an infant Little Barefoot Charlie was deprived of mental nourishment, spent 23 hours a day in a crib only getting out to be fed or shown off. Later in life while incarcerated he was again spending 23 hours a day in isolation, in a cage. What goes around comes around the saying goes... 
 
Welfare is a debilitating racist disease visited on the poor by the upper classes. The poor are maintained as livestock for the administrative classes whose salaries depend of their poverty.
John Kass 
 
Little Barefoot Charlie, a cipher, an empty vessel, each person decides for themselves if the Little one is worthy of their compassion, their pity. 
Diane Buchanon lived with her daughter in a drug house, left there after a man beat her for threatening to call police and report drug activity. Loves her daughter but cannot understand why her daughter stayed after she left. And why daughter let the man beat her. 
 
The elderly mother named Esther who lives with her devoted 40-y-old son, Dennis. Mother stays in shelter, son has a cot at Sal Army or sleeps in his car. Dennis stayed in shelter until it changed over to women only during the winter. Esther talks about what a wonderful son he is, how he takes care of her, yet it is her checks which take care of him. Dennis drives blue station wagon, visits mom daily, brings her medication, and maintains he can't work because he needs to take care of Mom. Yet he only sees her twenty minutes a day now. He simply refuses to work. Is he afraid? "Be not afraid." Pope John Paul II 
 
She believed the microwave oven was beaming messages into her mind. Her life was so complex and the microwave only polluted her mind with more messages. Yes, she was aware that she had a biologically based brain disorder but the microwave complicated matters. In dealing with her shelter needs one must follow number one maxim set down by Delores: Kindness is the best wisdom. 
 
The Color of Memory 
And the story of the young daughter Anna, who wrote her Mom and Dad a beautiful letter pleading with them not to fight anymore. Mother and daughter were staying in shelter and left shortly after. Beauty will save the world. 
F.D. 
 
The color of memory...she talked with her food before falling asleep at the table. What was she dreaming about? Abandonment, loneliness, mortality, you know, the usual stuff. Her car is outside with her cat, who lives in there. Now her dreams change. Alice Howard, dozes under the clock, dreams of Leon, and smoking rock. Sweat beading on her upper lip. I have sensitivity, intelligence and style. How did I end up here, dozing in a shelter? 
 
Tulsa Race Riots-1921 Greenwood burned down, 35 square blocks burned down to the ground, Charles Mitchell knew the story, and his grandpa had told him. His grandpa was there. "Place the blame where it'll do the most good." 
Felicia capped her, Brenda wouldn't give up the coat, she had to go down, K.Dog wanted to buy dope. 
A poem by Chester 
 
I'd rather be lucky than good.
Lefty Grove 
 
Whatsoever things are true, whatsoever things are honest, whatsoever things are just, whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things are lovely, whatsoever things are of good report, if there be any virtue, and if there be any praise, think on these things. 
St. Paul, Epistle to Philippians 
 
If you want a picture of the future imagine a boot stomping on a human face-forever. 
George Orwell 
 
The law, in its majestic equality forbids the rich as well as the poor, to sleep under bridges, to beg in the streets, and to steal bread.
Anatole France 
 
Despite everything, I believe in the goodness of people.
Ann Frank 
My conscience is very clear. I never use it. 
K.Dog 
 
Chester's dad died, a day after his birthday. It was May 9th. His dad was 70. Chester was staying in the shelter last winter when he saw the ad in the personal section of the Journal, call home Chester, your dad is ill. Now he lives on 24th Street, works for Custom Leather out in Grafton, catches the Labor World van each morning, and meets it in front of the tobacco building on the Avenue. Chester is 47. He asks about getting emergency food basket. He was sitting on the big man's porch in shade. I'd gone to razz the big man about a basketball game, wanted to hear his laugh. Had just come from a retreat, felt like my head was coming off, and thought the big man could help me relax. Bummed a Kool off Ches. It was the first hot day of spring and we both remarked how good it felt. Ches rang the big man's bell again. We sat and visited. Ches said the big man was doing alright, volunteering at a food program up the Avenue, at the church by Marquette. 
 
She held her arms around me to get me through that, that being another sleepless night. 
I was here to help others. How did I become part of this terrifying theater of gang warfare, gunfire, death? But then I saw the Man on the 4th of July, a quiet early morning on the Avenue. He appeared mentally ill, had huge pork chop sideburns, no chin, and was dressed in a filthy jumpsuit, quite intoxicated. He spoke to a bus rolling down the avenue after delivering a karate kick to it. "Thank you very much," he slurred in a drawl. "Thank you very much," he repeated. It was 1995 in the home of the brave and land of the free and our forefathers had sacrificed much so that we could enjoy mentally unhinged Elvis impersonators. 
 
Show me the money. 
Colonel Tom Parker 
 
We can only forgive what we know.
Desmond Tutu 
 
Recently when we were bored we had some fun killing Chinese. We caught some innocent Chinese and burned them alive, pushed them into a large fire or beat them to death with clubs. We used some of them for bayonet practice. 
from diary of Japanese soldier who participated in Rape of Nanjing in 1937. 
 
I might be living a life of quiet misery but I have my dignity and will never lose that. That's for sure. And I have Black Jesus, Earl the Pearl Monroe from North Philadelphia. Thinking of him helps me get through the rough spots and let me tell you, there are plenty of those.
Ron W. 
 
They made many promises but never kept but one: They promised to take our land and they took it.
Red Cloud 
Columbus, we hardly knew ye 
Life can be transformed by serving others. When you make a real effort on behalf of others, you get back more than you contribute. One can enrich oneself by giving of yourself. 
Ann Frank 
 
He often wondered where it all would end and whether or not he'd go out with a bang or whimper. If he knew anything it was that he was tired but not ready for the dance to end, the music to stop.  He had something to offer but was unable to articulate what it was exactly what he had, knew he was capable of surprising himself, just didn't know what the surprise was.  He uncapped the forty he kept for companionship and took a long pull waited for the golden beverage to begin its work and bring back the memories he so feverishly desired.
In a world terrorized by technology we are all in Auschwitz. 
Albert Speer, 1971 interview 
 
Begin as religion but end as literature...but one slip and you're in the abyss, baby. In our end is our beginning...will the circle be unbroken? Pass the pipe, motherf-----... 
 
It became my mission to understand their hearts. Late at night I'd sit and listen. Charles Mitchell told me the stories his grandfather told him about the Tulsa riots and all the people who were lynched there. His grandpa had lived through the riots and Charles wanted me to record the stories as to honor the people who had lived and died during this sad chapter of real American history. 
the author 
 
Truth is such a rare thing. It is delightful to tell it. 
Emily Dickinson 
 
We are all appetite machines and right now I have an appetite need to consume alcohol. Pass the bottle this way, mother-----, my motherf------ nigga. 
 
What we wanted, we did not know. What we knew, we did not want.
Ernest Von Salomon 
 
Preach always. If necessary use words. 
St. Francis 
 
You should hear patiently the bad temper of other people, the slights, the rudeness that may be offered you.
St. John Bosco 
 
I am the voice of the voiceless. 
Barefoot Charlie 
 
Art and creating art through words is my way of defying mortality.
me, again 
It has been a difficult time but there have been moments of grace and we are grateful for them. 
the author 
 
Our life is frittered away by detail. Simplify. Simplify. 
Thoreau - Walden 
Manifest plainness, embrace simplicity reduce selfishness, have few desires.
Lao-Tzu 
The greatest good for the greatest number. 
Jeremy Bentham, British social philosopher in Victorian Britain 
Real life is too complex and elusive to capture in a story but I will try anyways. There is no choice. I must write my way out of this. I have chosen the easy road because that is who I am. 
He who makes a beast of himself gets rid of the pain of being a man. 
Doctor Johnson 
 
The stories are not new. The history of man is a history of genocide. Look at Hitler, he was not the first and certainly won't be the last. The Rape of Nanjing was going on the other side of the world while Germans were implementing their Final Solution. Brother Number One was going to school at same time, learning to love his neighbor. 
Chester F. 
 
"The less you bet, the more you lose when you win."
Those words from Wyatt Earp were in the back of his mind when he chose to go all in.  Either he would lose it all or live to call another all in later in the evening. It just doesn't matter, never had and never would. The dealer turned up an Ace.  "Motherf------, my motherf------- n------.  That's what I am talking about nigger.  Aces full, now take that to the motherf------- bank, motherf-------,take that motherf------ and shove it right up your motherf-------- ass. I'll be a motherf-----.  If only I would had kept all you motherf------s in the game.  There's another motherf------ tear in the bucket. Motherf------ it!
 
I would rather be ashes than dust. I would rather the spark should burn out in a brilliant blaze than it should be stalled by dry rot. I would rather be a superb meteor ever atom in me a magnificent glow, than a sleepy and permanent planet. I shall not waste my days trying to prolong them. I shall use my time.
Jack London 
Thank you Andrew for your ultimate sacrifice 
A boy’s will is the wind's will and thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts. 
Longfellow
Thank you Andrew. 
 
You do not even have to leave your room. Remain sitting at your table and listen, simply wait. Be still and solitary. The world will freely offer itself to you to be unmasked; it has no choice, it will roll in ecstasy at your feet.
Franz Kafka 
 
...the American citizen thus lives in a world where fantasy is more real than reality, where the image has more dignity than the original. We have become eager accessories to the great hoaxes of the age. These are the hoaxes we play on ourselves.
Daniel Boorstin 
 
The moral universe rests on the breath of school children. 
Rabbi Y. Nisiah 
Pass the pipe mother------, my motherf------- n-----. That's what I'm talking about, you motherf------. -----, get over here and have some. 
Christ appears to us in the most appalling disguises and it is up to us to treat him to the best we have to offer.
Mother Teresa 
The Sermon on the Mount is the most revolutionary statement ever made.
Kilgore Trout 
The one who is most united to him loves his neighbor most.
Mother Teresa 
We have to believe in free will. We've got no choice. 
Isaac Bashevis Singer 
Beware, o wanderer, the road is walking too. 
Rilke 
One always thinks others are happy. 
Yiddish saying 
Even if all our dreams come true, it will never be enough. The nature of desire is to constantly crave. 
Howard Raphael Cushnir 
If all our happiness is bound up entirely in our personal circumstances it is difficult to demand of life more than it has to give.
Bertrand Russell 
Blessed is he who expects nothing for he shall never be disappointed.
Alexander Pope 
The snow ended and the blowing began.  Michael knew the sickness was only to get worse, yet he continued on his daily routine and tried to focus on all the good which remained.  He was determined to use the time to his advantage by spreading joy and good intentions and knew what he did would only be used to judge him when the end came.  The choices he had made would rule the day just as they had ruled the night.  It was hard out here for a pimp, he knew that fact, lived it too.
There's no house like the house of belonging.
David Whyte 
Excellence does not require perfection.
Henry James 
The most important things in life are not things. 
Chester F. 
Thoughtfulness is the beginning of great sanctity. If you learn the art of being thoughtful, you will become more and more Christ like, for his heart was meek and he always thought of others. 
Mother Teresa 
What do you plan to do with your 86,400 seconds today?
Thank you Thomas 
Holiness grows so fast where there is kindness. I have never heard of kind souls going astray. 
Mother Teresa 
We tell people how kind, forgiving, and understanding God is - are we the living proof? Can they really see this kindness, this forgiveness, this understanding, alive in us?
Mother Teresa 
 
How can I love Jesus whom I do not see if I don't love my sister or brother? 
Mother Teresa 
Our hearts cannot be at ease while we see sisters and brothers suffer because of lack of food, work, a roof, and other essentials.
Pope Benedict XVI 
 
The government big enough to give you everything you want is big enough to take away everything you have. 
Gerald Ford 
 
The war against terror is bound up in the war against poverty.
Colin Powell 
 
Some 20,000 people will die of extreme poverty today. This year over 8 million people will die of extreme poverty. 
The End of Poverty by Jeffrey D.Sachs, 2009
Percy, Elijah's older brother, is full of bull, Schlitz Malt Liquor Bull. He don't fancy white people, best thing to do when he's drinking is ignore him, and he’s harmless, just full of the bull. Meanwhile Percy was in background cussing this and that. The lady friend he was with had her light hair pulled tightly back into a pony tail. She looked like she too been sampling a bit of the bull. They were looking for the secrets held in the bottle of Schlitz Malt Liquor, knew from the start they would uncover them if only they were able to sample enough of the bullish brew. The truth shall make you free and could also get you busted, Percy thought knowing nothing was going to change his world other than another pull on the bottle.  Yes, he was full of the bull, overflowing with bullishness, felt young, alive, and wasn't going to take anything from whitey.  He had grown up in the South and knew the stories behind Lady Day's Strange Fruit and knew the strangest fruit could be found right here on Acorn Street.
Be not afraid. 
Pope John Paul II
Thank you cuz for reminding me of the beauty and strength of these words. 
Then do not grasp at the stars, but do life's common work as it comes, certain that daily duties and daily bread are the sweetest things in life.
Robert Louis Stevenson 
Poverty eliminates choice. 
Mike Barnicle 
The humbler the work the greater should be your love and efficiency. Be not afraid of a life of sacrifice.
Mother Teresa 
chapter 9

Barefoot Charlie is a cipher who can signify whatever you want, whatever you need.  His story, characterized as it is by poverty and disappointment, can serve as both a warning and a beacon of hope depending on what you make and take from it.  Please keep in mind that the answers you seek can be found by looking for the beauty and wonder of life inside ourselves and our families.  We share the dreams of the people whose lives and stories are told within these covers, just as we share the dreams of people everywhere for a warm, safe place to call home. Please remember that it is up to each one of us to become the change we would like to see in the world.
Smile!

Power to the Peaceful.

The Singularity is coming!
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